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** Who ne*er his bread in sorrow ate, 
Who ne'er the raoumfttl midnig^ht hours 

Weeping upon his bed has sate, 
He knows you not, ye Heavenly Powers/* 



CHAPTER L 

THE HEKO. 

1» John Lyly'8 Endymion, Sir Topas is made to 
say, "Dost thou know what a poet is? Why, 
fool, a poet is as much as one should say— a poet !" 
And thou, reader, dost thou know what a hero 
is F Why, a hero is as much as one should say — 
a hero! Some romance writers, however, sav 
much more than this. Nay, the old Lombard, 
Matteo Maria Bojardo, set all the church bells 
in Scandiano ringing, merely becduse he had 
found a name for one of his heroes. Here, also, 
shall church bells be rung, but more solemnly. 

The setting of a great hope is like the setting 
of the sun. The brightness of our life is gone. 
Shadows of evening fall around us, and the world 
seems but a dim reflection— itself a broader sha- 
dow. We look forward into the coming lonely 
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eight. The ioul withdraws into itself. Then 
Bfxn arise, and the night is holy. 

Paul FlemmitiK had eTperienced this, thongli 
■till TOTine. The friend of his youth was de^ 
The bough had broken " under the burden d 
the unripe fruit." And when, after a aeason, he 
looked up again from the blindness of his sorrow, 
all things seemed unreal. Like the man whose 
sight had been restored by miracle, he behdd 
nien, aa trees, walkine. Hi s household gods were 
broken. He had no home. His Bympathiee cried 
aloud from his desolate sod, and there came no 
''^■wer from the busy, turbulent world around 
^ni. He did not willingly give way to grief. 
■ne struggled to be cheeriuf— to be strong. But 
ne oouldno longer look into the familiar feces of 
nis friends. He could no longer live alone, where 
^"w lived with her. He went abroad, that the 
Q ^^Rht be between him and the grave. Alas ! 
BB. f*"*" him and his sorrow there could be no 
"^^''WttW^vf time. 

"at- T ' '" '"' -^'^f pa***"! many months in lonely 

liie'ifT' '<■ '-^ *•* """ pu«i^ his way along 

jourip'^''' ''^' "* *^"^ ^^ Germany. He had 

ant) _ i'^ tlio aame way before, in brighter daya, 

"*■ lift. ^^I'ler )<«s9oa of the year ; in the May 

h««UI:^_?"' in thd mon^ of May. He knew the 

*^^^ry]yS" riTer all by heart— creij rock and ruin, 

^ini »^*^ ■''■eiT legend. The ancient castle«, 

r** *-liR^ ■■*"■ *»^ ™' **^^'^ ^"^ " ■' *«'« on 

"^'^tl i^*'~~*l'*'J ''t^ aa his i for his thonghta 

Ut, V* 'tieni. aad the wind told him tales. 

*'^1 lui.f^ P(L>£ed a aleeidess night ai Bolajodseck, 

ft'if^oV ^"^^n before dayhwak. He opened tbe 

rpxa*., *i' the balcony to hew the nshmg of tbe 

j?*«ia ^ ** »a» a dan^ Dewunber morning ; nod 

^^■^ Sf P«**ing OTM the sky,— thin, v^oiury 

•>ose now-white skntawwe "oRea 
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vpotted with golden tears, which men call stars." 
The day dawned slowly ; and, in the mingling of 
daylight and starlight, the island and cloister of 
l^onnenwerth made together bnt one broad, dark 
shadow on the silver breast of the riyer. Beyond 
rose the summits of the Siebengebirg. Solemn 
and dark, like a monk, stood the Drachenfels, in 
his hood of mist, and rearward extended the Cur- 
tain of Mountains, back to the Wolkenburg, — 
the Castle of the Clouds. 

But Flemming thought not of the scene before 
him. Sorrow unspealuble was upon his spirit in 
that lonely hour; and, hiding his face in his nands, 
he exclaimed aloud : 

" Spirit of the past ! look not so mournfully at 
me with thy great, tearful eyes ! Touch me not 
with thy cola hand ! Breathe not upon me with 
the icy breath of the graye ! Chant no more that 
dirge of sorrow, through the long and silent 
watches of the night !" 

Mournful voices from afar seemed to answer, 
" Treuenfels !" and he remembered how others 
had suffered, and his heart ^w still. 

Slowly the landscape brightened. Down the 
rushing stream came a boat, with its white wings 
spread, and darted like a swallow through the 
narrow pass of God's Help. The boatmen were 
sin^g, but not the song of Boland the Brave, 
which was heard of old by the weeping Hilde- 
gund, as she sat within the walls of that cloister, 
which now looked forth in the paJe morning from 
amid the leafless linden trees. The dim tradi- 
tions of those grey old times rose in the travel- 
ler's memory : for the ruined tower of Eoland- 
seck was still looking down upon the Kloster 
Nonnenwerth, as if the sound of the funeral bell 
had changed the faithful Paladin to stone, and he 
were watdiing still to see the form of his beloved 
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4 HYPEBION. 

one come forth, not from her cloister, but from 
her grave. Thus the brazen clasps of the book 
of legends were opened, and, on the page iUomin. 
ated oy the misty rays of the rising sun, he read 
again the tales of Liba, and the moumfril bride 
of Argenfels, and Siegfried, the mighty slayer of 
the dragon. Meanwhile the mists had risen from 
the Bhine, and the whole air was filled with gol- 
den yapour, through which he beheld the sun, 
hanging in heaven like a drop of blood. Even 
thus shone the sun within him, amid the wintry 
vapours, uprising from the valley of the shadow 
of death, through which flowed the stream of his 
life, — sighing, sighing ! 



CHAPTER II. 

THE CHRIST OF ANDKBNACH. 

Paul Flemming resumed his solitary journey. 
The morning was still misty, but not cold. Across 
the Rhine the sun came wading through the red- 
dish vapours, and soft and silver-M'hite outspread 
the broad river, without a ripple upon its surface, 
or visible motion of the ever-moving current. A 
little vessel, with one loose sail, was riding at 
anchor, keel to keel with another that lay beneath 
it — its own apparition — and all was silent, and 
calm, and beautiful. 

The road was for the most part solitary, for 
there are few travellers upon the Shine in wmter. 
Peasant women were at work in the vineyards ; 
climbing up the slippery hill sides like beasfcs of 
burden, with large baskets upon their backs. 
And once during the morning, a band of appren- 
tices with knapsacks passed by, singing, **lhe 
'Ihine ! the Rhine ! a messing on the Rhine T'. 
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O, the pride of tlie German heart in this noble 
riyer ! Aiad right it is, for of all the rirers of 
this beantifiil eurth, there is none so beautiAil as 
this. There is hardly a league of its whole course, 
from its cradle in the snowy Alps to its graye in 
the sands of Holland, which boasts not its pecu- 
liar charms. By heayens ! if I were a German, 
I would be proud of it too ; and of the cluster- 
ing grapes that hang about its temples, as it reels 
onward through yineyards, in a triumphal march, 
like Bacchus, crowned and drunken. 

But I will not attempt to describe the Bhine ; 
it would make this chanter mucli too long. And 
to do it well one should write like a god ; and 
his language flow onward royally, wim breaks 
and dasnes, like the waters 6f that royal riyer, 
and antique, quaint, and Gothic times be reflected 
in it. Alas ! this evening mine flows not at all. 

Flow, then, into this smoke-coloured goblet, 
thou blood of the Bhine ! out of thy prison- 
house — out of thy long-necked, tapenng flask, 
in shape not unlike a church spire among thy 
natiye hills; and from tho crystal belfry loud 
ring the merry tinkling bells, while I armk a 
health to my hero, in whose heart is sadness, and 
in whose ears tho bells of Andemach are ringing 
noon. 

He ia threading his way alone through a nar- 
row alley, and now up a flight of stone steps, and 
along the city wall, towards that old round tower 
built by the Archbishop Frederic of Cologne, in 
the twelfth century. It has a romantic interest 
in his eyes, for he nas still in his mind and heart 
that beautiful sketch of Carov^, in which is de- 
scribed a day on the tower of Andemach. He 
finds the old keeper and his wife still there ; and 
the old keeper closes the door behind him slowly, 
as of yore, lest ho should jam too hard the poor 
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soulf in pnrffatorj, whose fate it is to suffer in 
the cracKs of doors and hinges. But, alas ! alas ! 
the dauebter, the maiden with long, dark eye- 
lashes, she is asleep in her little grave under the 
linden trees of Feldkirche, with rosemary in her 
folded hands ! 

Flemming returned to the hotel disappointed. 
As he passed along the narrow streets he was 
dreaming of many things, but mostly of the 
keeper's daughter asleep in the churchyard of 
Feldkirehe. Suddenly, on turning the corner of 
an ancient, gloomy church, his attention was ar- 
rested by a little chapel in an angle of the wall. 
It was onl^ a small thatehed roof, like a bird's 
nest, under which stood a rude wooden image of 
the Saviour on the cross. A real crown of thorns 
was upon his head, which was bowed downward, 
as if in the death agony, and drops of blood were 
falling down his cheeks, and from his hands, and 
feet, and side. The face was haggard and ghastiy 
beyond expression, and wore a look of unutter- 
able bodily anguish. The rude sculntor had given 
it this, but his art could go no farmer. The sub- 
limity of death in a dying Saviour, the expiring 
God-likeness of Jesus of S'azareth, was not there. 
The artist had caught no heavenly inspiration 
fVom his theme. All was coarse, harsh, and re- 
volting to a sensitive mind; and Flemming turned 
away with a Judder as he saw this fearful image 
gaaing at him, with its fixed and half-shut eyes. 

He soon reached the hotel, but that face of 
agony stili haunted him. He could not refrain 
iVom spedcing of it to a very old woman, who sat 
knitting by the window of the dining-room, in a 
high-backed, old-fashioned arm-chair. I believe 
•he was the innkeeper's grandmother. At all 
"^ents, she was old enough to be so. She took 

' her owl-ered tpectaclea* and as she wiped tka 
9ea with her handkerchief, said : 
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" Tkou dear Heaven I Is it possible ? Did 
you never hear of the Christ of Andernach f " 

Fiemmin^ answered in the negative* 

" Thou ctear Heaven," continued the old wo- 
man. " It is a very wonderful story, and a true 
one, as every good Christian in Andernach will 
tell you. Ana it all happened before the death 
of my blessed man, four years ago $ let me see 
— ^yes, four years ago come Christmas.*' 

Here the old woman stopped speaking, but 
went on with her knitting. Other thoughts 
seemed to occupy her mind. She was thinking, 
no doubt, of her blessed man, as German widows 
call their dead husbands. But Flemming having 
expressed an ardent wish to hear the wonder^l 
story, she told it in nearly the following words : 

"There was once a poor old woman in Ander- 
nach whose name was Erau Martha, and she 
lived all alone in a house by herself, and loved 
all the Saints and the blessed Virgin, and was as 

food as an angel, and sold tarts down the Bhein- 
rahn. But her house was very old, and the 
roof-tiles were broken, and she was too poor to 
get new ones, and the rain kept coming m, and 
no Christian soul in Andernach would help her* 
But the Frau Martha was a good woman, and 
never did anybody any harm, but went to mass 
every morning, and sold tarts by the Kheinkrahn. 
Now one dark, windy night, wnen all the good 
Christians in Andernach were asleep in the fea- 
thers, Frau Martha, who lay under the roof, 
heard a great noise over her head, and in her 
chamber, drip I drip ! drip ! as if the rain were 
dropping down through the broken tiles. Dear 
soul I and sure enough it was. And then there 
was a poundmg and hammering overhead, as if 
somebody were at work on the roof; and she 
thought it was Pelz-Nickel tearing the tiles ofit 



f*^^ . »®_«»» began 







t of her 



"w. im the poor wonan^^ ^ ^ 

*^ oould not •ee'S, '^O'^ «»« »S*V" 
-*;^ ^ streaked w^ *''««'ly. because th^ ■ -^'»t 

: A« «'*'« M WM, ..„ ''^'^tl^s blessed 
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could tell sometluiig about it, for, the very ni^ht 
the churchward gate was mend.ed, he was lyine 
awake in his bed, because he could not sleep, and 
he heard a loud knocking at the door, and some- 
body calling to him to set up and set him over 
the river. And when ne ffot up, he saw a man 
down by the river with a lantern and a ladder ; 
but as he was going down to him, the man blew 
out the light, and it was so dark he could not see 
who he was ; and his boat was old and leaky, 
and he was afraid to set him over in the dark : 
but the man said he must be in Andemach that 
night, and so he set him over. And after they 
he^ crossed the river, he watehed the man, till 
he came to an image of the Holy Virgin, and 
saw him put the ladder against the wall, and 
light his lamp, and then walk along the street. 
And in the morning he found his old boat all 
caulked, and tight, and painted red, and he 
could not for his olessed life tell who did it, un- 
less it were the man with the lantern. Dear 
soul ! how strange it was ! 

" And so it went on for some time : and when- 
ever the man with the lantern had been seen 
walking through the street at nieht, so sure as 
the morning came some work had been done for 
the sake of some good soul ; and everybody 
knew he did it, and yet nobody could find out 
who he was, nor where he lived ; for whenever 
any body came near him he blew out his light, 
and turned down another street, and suddenly 
disappeared — nobody could tell how. And some 
said it was Bubezahl, and some Felz-Nickel| and 
some St. Anthony-on-the-Heath. 

" Now one stormy night, a poor sinful crea- 
ture was wandering about the streets with her 
babe in her arms, and she was hungry and cold, 
and no soul in Andex&ach would take her in 

b3 
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And when she came to the chnrcli where the 
great crucifix stands, she saw no hght in the 
Uttle chapel at the corner ; but she sat down on 
a stone at the foot of the cross, and began to 
pray, and prayed till she fell asleep, with her 
poor Uttle babe on hep bosom. But she did not 
sleep long, for a bright light shone fuU in her 
face ; and when she opened her eyes, she saw 
a pale man, with a lantern, standing right before 
her. He was ahnost naked, and there was blood 
upon his hands and body, and great tears in his 
beautified eyes, and his face was like the fax» of 
the Saviour on the cross. Not a single word did 
he say to the poor woman, but looked at her 
compassionately, and gave her a loaf of bread, 
and took the Httle babe in his arms, and kissed 
it. Then the mother looked up to the creat 
crucifix, but there was no image there ; ana she 
shrieked, and fell down as if she were dead. And 
there she was found with her child ; and a few 
days after they both died, and were buried to- 
gether in one grave. And nobody would have 
believed her story if a woman, who lived at the 
comer, had not gone to the window when she 
heard the scream, and seen the figure hang the 
lantern up in its place, and then set the ladder 
against the wall, and ^o up and nail itself to the 
cross. Since that mght it has never moved 
again, Ach ! Herr Je I" 

Such was the legend of the Christ of Ander- 
nach, as the old woman in spectacles told it to 
Flemmmg. It made a painful impression on his 
sick and morbid soul ; and he felt now for the 
hrst time how great is the power of popular su- 
perstition. 

The post-chaise being already at the door. 

Jjlemmmg was soon on the road to Coblentz, a 

ow^k which stands upon the Khine, at the mouth 
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<^ the Mosel, opposite EhTenbreitstein. It is 
by no means a lon^ drive from Andemach to 
CobXentz ; and the only incident which occurred 
to enliven the way was the appearance of a fat, 
red-faced man on horseback, trotting slowly to- 
wards Andemach. As they met, the mad little 
postilion gave him a friendlj cut with his whip, 
and broke out into an exclamation, which showed 
he was from Miinster — 

" Jesmariosp ! my friend ! How is the Man 
in the Custom-house P" 

Kow, to any candid mind this would seem a 
fair question enough ; but not so thought thn 
red-faced man on horseback, for he waxed ex- 
ceedingly angry, and replied, as the chaise 
whirled by — 

" The devil take you, and your Westphalian 
ham, and pumpernickel !" 

Elemming called to his servant, and the ser- 
vant to the postilion, for an explanation of this 
short dialogue ; and the explanation was, that on 
the belfry of the Kaufhaus in Coblentz is a 
huge head, with a brazen helmet and a beard ; 
and whenever the clock strikes, at each stroke of 
the hammer, this giant's head opens its great 
jaws, and smites its teeth together, as if, like the 
brazen head of Friar Bacon, it would say — 
" Time was— time is — ^time is past." This figure 
is known through all the country round about 
as *' The Man in the Custom-house ;" and when 
a friend in the country meets a friend from Cob- 
lentz, instead of saying, " How are all the good 
people in Coblentz r' he says, " How is the Man 
m the Custom-house P" liius the giant has a 
great part to play in the town. And thus ended 
the first day of ^lemming's llhine journey : and 
Hhe only good deed he h^ done was to give an 
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almfl to a poor beggar woman, who lifted up her 
trembling hands and exclaimed, 
** Thou blessed babe !" 



CHAPTER III. 

HOMUNCULUS. . 

AvTEB all| a journey up the Rhine, in the mists 
and solitude of Decemoer, is not so unpleasant 
as the reader may imagine. You have the whole 
road and river to yourself. Nobody is on the 
wing— hardly a smple traveller. The ruins are 
the same, and the nver, and the outlines of the 
hills J and there are few living figures in the 
landscape to waie you from your musings, dis- 
tract your thoughts, and cover you with dust. 

Thus, likewise, thought our traveller, as he 
continued his journey on the morrow. The dfty 
is overcast, and the clouds threaten rain or 
snow. Why does he stop at the little village of 
CapellenP Because, right above him on the 
high cliff, the glorious ruin of Stolzenfels is 
looking at him with its hollow eyes, and beckon* 
ing tohim with its gigantic finger, as if to sav, 
" Come up hither, and I will teU thee an old 
tale." Therefore he alights, and goes up the 
narrow village lane, and up the stone steps, and 
up the steep pathway, and throws himself into 
the arms of that ancient ruin, and holds his 
breath, to hear the quick footsteps of the falling 
snow, like the footsteps of angels descending 
upon earth. And that ancient ruin speaks to 
lum with its hollow voice, and says — 

" Beware of dreams ! Beware of the illusions 
of fancy I Beware of the solemn deceivings of 
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thj vast desires I Beneath me flows the Bhine, 
and, like the stream of Time, it flows amid the 
ruins of the past. I see myself therein, and I 
know that I am old. Thou, too, shalt be old. 
Be wise in season. Like the stream of thy life, 
runs the stream beneath us. Down from the 
distant Alps, out into the wide world, it bursts 
away, like a youth from the house of his &thers. 
Broad-breasted and. strong, and with earnest en- 
dearours, like manhood, it makes itself a way 
through these difficult mountain passes. And at 
length, in its old age, it falters, and its steps are 
weary and slow, and it sinks into the sand!, and, 
through its grave, passes into the great ocean, 
which is its etenuty. Thus shall it be with 
thee. 

" In ancient times there dwelt within these 
halls a follower of Jesus of Jerusalem, an Arch- 
bishop in the church of Christ. He gave him- 
self up to dreams — ^to the illusions of fancy — to 
the vast desires of the human soul. He sought 
after the impossible. He sought after the Elixir 
of Life — the Philosopher's Stone. The wealth 
that should have fed the poor was melted in his 
crucibles. Within these walls the Eagle of the 
clouds sucked the blood of the Bed Lion, and 
received the spiritual love of the Green Dragon, 
but, alas ! was childless* In solitude and utter 
silence did the disciple of the Hermetic Philo- 
sophy toil from day to day, from night to night. 
From the place wnere thou standest, he gazed 
at evening upon hills, and vales, and waters 
spread beneatn him ; and saw how the setting 
sun had changed them all to gold, by an alchemy 
more cunning than his own. He saw the world 
beneath his leet, and said in his heart, that he 
alone was wise. Alas ! he read more willingly 
in the book of Paracelsus, than in the book of 
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Nature ; and, believing that ' where reason hatli 
experience, faith hath no mind,' would fain have 
made unto himself a child, not as Nature teaches 
us, but as the Philosopher taught — a poor ho- 
munculus, in a glass bottle. And he died poor 
and childless." 

Whether it were worth while to climb the 
Stokenfels to hear such a homily as this, some 
persons may perhaps doubt. But Paul Flem- 
min^ doubted not. He laid the lesson to heart; 
and it would have saved him many an hour of 
sorrow, if he had learned that lesson better, and 
remembered it longer. 

In ancient times, there stood in the citadel of 
Athens three statues of Minerva. The first was 
of olive wood, and, according to popular tradition, 
had fallen from heaven. The second was of bronze, 
commemorating the victory of Marathon ; and 
the third of gold and ivory, — ^a great miracle of 
art in the age of Pericles. And thus in the cita- 
del of Time stands Man himself. In childhood, 
shaped of soft and delicate wood, just fallen from 
heaven; in manhood, a statue of bronze, com- 
memorating struggle and victory ; and lastly, in 
the maturity of age, perfectly sliaped in gold and 
ivory — ^a miracle of art ! 

Fiemming had already lived through the olive 
a^e. He was passing into the age of bronze, into 
his early manhood ; and in his hands the flowers 
of Paradise were changing to the sword and 
shield. 

And this reminds me, tliat I have not yet de- 
scribed my hero. I will do it now, as he stands 
looking down on the glorious landscape : — ^butin 
few words. Both in person and character he re- 
sembled Harold, the Fair-Hair of Norway, who 
is described in the old Icelandic Death-Song of 
Regner Hairy-Breeches, as "the young chief so 
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proud of his flowing locks ; lie who spent his morn- 
ings amon^ the young maidens — ^he who lored to 
converse with the handsome widows.'* This was 
an amiable weakness ; and it sometimes led Iiim 
into mischief. Imagination was the ruling power 
of his mind. His thoughts were twin-born ; the 
thought itself, and its ^urative semblimce in the 
outer world. Thus, through the quiet, still waters 
of his soul, each image floated double, " swan 
and shadow." 

These traits of character, a ffood heart and a 
poetic imagination, made his lite jojous and the 
world beautiful ; till at length Death cut down 
the sweet blue flower that bloomed beside him, 
and wounded him with that sharp sickle, so that 
he bowed his head, and would fain have been 
bound up in the same sheaf with the sweet blue 
flower. Then the world seemed to him less beau- 
tiful, and life became earnest. It would have 
been well if he could have for^^otten the past, 
that he might not so mournfully nave lived in it, 
but might nave enjoyed and improved the pre- 
sent. But this his heart refused to do ; and ever, 
as he floated upon the great sea of life, he looked 
down through the transparent waters, checkered 
with sunshine and shade, into the vast chambers 
of the mighty deep, in which his happier days 
had sunk, and wherein they were lying still visi- 
ble, like golden sands, ana precious stones, and 
pearls; and, half in despair, half in hope, he 
grasped downward after them again, ana drew 
back his hand, fllled only with seaweed, and drip- 
ping with briny tears ! And between him and 
those golden sands a radiant image floated, like 
the spirit in Dante's Paradise, sin^in^, "Ave 
Maria!" and while it sang, down-smkmg, and 
grlowly vanishing away. 

Jn aU things ne acted more from impulse tluin 
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from fixed principlei as is the case with most 
jonng men. Indeed his principles hardly had 
time to take root : for he nulled them all np, 
ererj now and then, as children do the flowers 
they have planted, to see if they are growing. 
Yet there was much in him which was good; for 
underneath the flowers and ^een sward of poetry, 
and the good principles which would have taken 
root, had he given them time, there lay a strong 
and healthy soil of common sense, freshened by 
living springs of feeling, and enriched by many 
faded hopes, that had fallen upon it like dead 
leaves. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE landlady's DAUGHTEB. 

"Allez, Fuchs ! allez, lustig ! " cried the impa- 
tient postilion to his horses, in accents which, 
like the wild echo of the Lurley Felsen, came 
first from one side of the river, and then from 
the other, — that is to sav, in words alternately 
French and German. The truth is, he was tired 
of waiting ; and when Flemming had at length 
resumed his seat in the post-chaise, the poor 
horses had to make up the time he had lost in 
dreams on the mountain. This is far oftener the 
case than most people imagine. One half of the 
world must sweat and groan, that the other half 
may dream. It would nave been a difficult task 
for the traveller, or his postilion, to persuade the 
horses that these dreams were all for their good. 
The next stopping-place was the little tavern 
of the Star, an out-of-the-wav comer in the town 
of Salzig. It stands on the oanks of the Bhine ; 
and, directly in front of it, sheer from the water's 
<)dge, rise the mountains of liebenstein and 
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Sterbenfels, each, with its mined castle. These 
are the Brothers of the old tradition, still gazing 
at each other face to face ; and beneath them in 
the valley stands a clbister, — ^meet emblem of 
that orphan child they both so passionately loved. 

In a small flat-bottomed boat did the landlady's 
daughter row Flemming **over the Rhine stream, 
rapid and roaring widS." She was a beautiful 
girl of sixteen, with black hair, and dark, lovely 
eyes, and a face that had a story to tell. How 
different faces are in this particular ! Some of 
them speak not. They are oooks in wliich not a 
line is written, — save, perhaps, a date. Others 
are great Family Bibles, witn both the Old and 
the I^ew Testament written in them. Others 
are Mother Goose and nursery tales; others bad 
tragedies, or pickle-herring farces ; and others, 
like that of the landlady's daughter at the Star, 
sweet love-anthologies, and songs of the affec- 
tions. It was on tliat account that Flemming 
said to her, as they glided out into the s\^ifl 
stream: 

" My dear child, do you know the story of the 
Liebenstein P" 

*' The story of the Liebenstein,*' she answered, 
" I knew by heart, when I was a little child." 

And here her large, dark, passionate eyes look- 
ed into Flemming's, and he doubted not that she 
had learned the story far too soon, and far too 
well. That story he longed to hear, as if it were 
unknown to him ; for he knew that the girl, who 
had got it by heart when a child, would tell it as 
it should be told. So he begged her to repeat 
the story, which she was but too glad to do ; for 
she lovea and believed it, as if it had all been 
written in the Bible. But before she began, she 
rested a moment on her oars, and taking the cru- 
cifix, which hung suspended from her neck, kissed. 
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it, and then let it sink down into Her bosom, aa 
if it were an anchor she was dropping into her 
heart. Meanwhile, her moist, dark eyes were 
turned to heaven. Perha^ her soul was walking 
with the souls of Cunizza, and Sahab, and Mary 
Magdalen. Or perhaps she was thinking of that 
nun, of whom St. Gregory says, in his Dialogues, 
that, haying greedily eaten a lettuce in a garden, 
without making the sign of the cross, she found 
herself soon aiter possessed with the devil. 

The probability, however, is, that she was look- 
ing at the ruined castles only, and not to heaven, 
for she soon began her story, and told Flemming 
how, " a great, great many years ago, an old man 
lived in the Lieoenstein with his two sons ; and 
how both the young men loved the Lady Geral- 
dine, an orphan under their father's care; and 
how the elder brother went away in despair, and 
the younger was betrothed to the Lady Geral- 
dine ; and how they were as happy as Aschen- 
puttel and the prince. And then the holy St. 
Bernard came, and carried away all the young 
men to the war, just as Napoleon did afterwards; 
and the young lord went to the Holy Land, and 
the Lady Geraldine sat in her tower and wept, 
and waited for her lover's return, while the old 
father built the Stemenfels, for them to live in 
when they were married. And when it was fin- 
ished, the old man died ; and the elder brother 
came back, and lived in the Liebenstein, and took 
care of the gentle lady. Ere long, there came 
news from the Holy Land that the war was over ; 
and the heart of the gentle lady beat with joy, 
till she heard that her faithless lover was coming 
back with a Greek wife,— the wicked man ! and 
then she went into a convent, and became a holy 
nun. So the young lord of Stemenfels came 
home, and lived in his castle in great splendour. 
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with the Greek woman, who was a wicked woman, 
and did what she ought not to do. But the elder 
brother was angry for the wrong done to the gen- 
tle lady, and challenged the lord of Stemeuels 
to single combat. A^d while they- were fighting 
with tkeir great swords in the valley of Bomho- 
fbn, behina the castle, the convent Dells began to 
rin^, and the Lady Geraldine came forth, with a 
tram of nnns all dressed in white, and made the 
brothers friends again, and told them she was 
the bride of Heaven, and happier in her convent 
than she could have been in the Liebenstein or 
the Stemenfels. And when the brothers returned, 
they found that the false Greek wife had gone 
away with another knight. So they lived together 
in peace, and were never married. And when 
they died " 

" Lisbeth ! Lisbeth !" cried a sharp voice from 
the shore— "Lisbeth! where are you taking the 
gentleman?" 

This recalled the poor girl to her senses, and 
she saw how fast they were floating down stream ; 
for in telling the story she had forgotten every- 
thing else, and the swift current had swept them 
down to the tall walnut trees of Kamp. They 
landed in front of the Capucin Monastery. Lis- 
beth led the way through the little village, and, 
turning to the right, pointed up the romantic, 
lonely valley which leads to the Liebenstein, and 
^en offered to go with him. But Flemming 
patted her cheek, and shook his head. He went 
up the valley alone. 
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CIIAPTEE V. 

JEAN PAUL, THE ONLY-ONE. 

The man in the play, who wished for " some 
forty pounds of lovely beef, placed in a Mediter- 
ranean sea of brewis," might naye seen his ample 
desires almost realised, at the table d'hote of me 
B/heinischen Hof, in Mayence, where Flemming 
dined that day. At the head of the table sat a 

gentleman, with a smooth, broad forehead, and 
irge intelligent eyes. He was from Baireuth, 
in Franconia, and talked abont poetry and Jean 
Paul to a pale, romantic looking lady on his 
right. There was music all dinner time at the 
other end of the hall, a harp, a horn, and a voice; 
so that a great part of the fat gentleman's con- 
versation with the pale lady was lost to Flem- 
ming, who sat opposite to ner, and could look 
light into her large, melancholy eyes. But what 
he heard so mudi interested him,^ndeed, the 
very name of the beloved Jean Paul would have 
been enough for this, — that he ventured to loin 
in the conversation, and asked the German it he 
had known the poet personally. 

" Yes ; I knew him well," replied the stranger. 
" I am a native of Baireuth, where he passed the 
best years of his life. In my mind the man and 
the author are closely united. I never read a 
page of his writings without hearing his voice, 
and seeing his form before me. There he sits, 
with his majestic, mountainous forehead, his mild 
blue eyes, and finely-cut nose and mouth ; his 
massive frame, clad loosely and carelessly in an 
old green frock, from the pockets of which the 
cornepB of books project, and perhaps the end of 

af^a^w^r®^' ^"^^ *^e nose of a bottle; a 
straw hat, luxed with green, lying near him i a 
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huge walkingstick in Ids liand, and at his feet a 
white poodle, with pink eyes, and a string ronnd 
his neck. You would sooner have taken him for 
a master carpenter than for a poet. Is ho a 
favourite author of yours P" 

Flemming answered in the affirmatiTe. 

" But a foreigner must find it exceedmgly diffi- 
cult to understand liim," said the gentleman. 
** It is by no means an easy task for us (rermans.*' 

" I have always observed," replied Flemming, 
" that the true understanding and appreciation 
of a poet depend more upon individual than upon 
national chmtcter. If there be a sympathy be- 
tween the minds of the writer and reader, the 
bounds and barriers of a foreign tongue are soon 
overleaped. If you once understood an author 'a 
cliaracter, the comprehension of his writings be- 
comes easy." 

" Very true," replied the German, " and the 
character of Ilichter is too marked to bo easily 
misunderstood. Its prominent traits are tender- 
ness and manliness— -qualities which are seldom 
found united in so hign a degree as in him. Over 
all he sees, over all he writes, are spread the sun- 
beams of a cheerful spirit-~-the light of inex- 
haustible human love. Every sound of human 
joy and of human sorrow finds a deep-resoundinjg 
echo in his bosom. In every man ne loves his 
humanity only, not his superiority. The avowed 
object of all his literary labours was to raise up 
again the down-sunken faith in God, virtue, and 
immortality ; and, in an egotistical, revolutionary 
age, to warm again our human sympathies, 
which have now grown cold. And not less 
boundless is his love for nature— for this out- 
ward, beautiful world. He embraces it all in his 
arms." 

'* Yes," answered Flemming, almost taking the 
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words out of the stranger's mouth, " for in his 
mind all things become idealized. He seems to 
describe himself, when he describes the hero of 
his Titan, as a child, rocking in a high wind upon 
the branches of a fuU-blossomed apple tree, and, 
as its summit, blown abroad by the wind, now 
sunk him in deep green, and now tossed him aloft 
in deep blue and glancing sunshine — ^in his ima- 

S 'nation stood that tree gigantic ; it grew alone in 
le universe, as if it were the tree of eternal life ; 
its roots struck down into the abyss ; the white 
and red clouds hun^ as blossoms upon it ; the 
moon as fruit ; the little stars sparkled like dew, 
and Albana reposed in its measureless summit ; 
and a storm swayed the summit out of Day into 
Night, and out of Night into Day." 

" Yet the spirit of love," interrupted the Fran- 
conian, "was not weakness, but strength. It 
was united in him with great manliness. The 
sword of his spirit had been forged and beaten 
by poverty. Its temper had been tried by a 
thirty years' war. It was not broken, not even 
bluntea, but rather strengthened and sharpened, 
by the blows it gave and received. Ana, pos- 
sessing this noble spirit of humanitjr, endurance, 
and self-denial, he made literature his profession, 
as if he had been divinely commissioned to write. 
He seems to have cared for nothing else, to have 
thought of nothing else, than living quietly and 
makmg books. He says that he felt it lus duty, 
not to enjoy, nor to acquire, but to write ; and 
boasted tnat he had made as many books as he 
had lived years." 

"And what do you Germans consider the 
prominent characteristics of his genius P" 

" Most undoubtedly, his wild imagination and 
liis playfulness. He throws over all things a 
strange and magic colouring. You are startled 
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at the boldness and beauty of his fif^nres and 
illustrations, which are scattered eveiywhere 
with a reckless prodigality ; multitudinous, like 
the blossoms of early summer, and as fragrant as 
beautiful. With a thousand extravagances are 
mingled ten thousand beauties of thought and 
expression, which kindle the reader's imagmation, 
and lead it onward in a bold flight, through the 
glow of sunrise and sunset, and the dewy cold- 
ness and starlight of summer nights. He is 
difficult to understand, — intricate, strange, — 
drawing his illustrations from every by-comer of 
science, art, and nature, — a comet among the 
bright stars of German literature. When you 
read his works, it is as if you were climbing a 
high mountain, in merry company, to see me 
sun rise. At times you are enveloped in mist — 
the morning wind sweeps by you with a shout — 
you hear the far-off muttermg thunders. Wide 
beneath you spreads the landscape — field, meadow, 
town, and winding river. The ringing of distant 
church beUs, or the sound of solemn vulage dock, 
reaches you ; then arises the sweet and manifold 
fragrance of flowers — ^the birds begin to sing — 
the vapours roll away — up comes the glorious 
sun — ^you revel like the lark in the simshme and 
bright blue heaven, and all is a delirious dream 
of soul and sense — ^when suddenly a friend at 
your elbow lauglis aloud, and offers you a piece 
o{ Bologna sausage. As in real life, so in his 
writings — the serious and the comic, the sublime 
and the grotesque, the pathetic and the ludicrous 
are mingled together. At times he is senten- 
tious, energetic, simple : then again, obscure and 
difluse. Sis thoughts are like mummies em- 
balmed in spices, ana'^Tapped about with curious 
envelopments; but witnin these the thoughts 
themsdves are kings. At times glad, beautiful 
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images, airy forms, move by you,— graceful, har- 
monious ; at times the glarine, wild looking fan- 
cies, chained together bv hvpnens, brackets, and 
dashes, brave and base, nign and low, all in their 
motley dresses, go sweeping down the diisty 
page, like the galley slaves that sweep the streets 
ofjKome, where you may chance to see the no- 
bleman and the peasant manacled together." 

Flemming smued at the German's warmth, to 
which the presence of the lady, and the Lauben- 
heimer wine, seemed each to have contributed 
something, and then said : — 

" Better an outlaw, than not free ! These arc 
his own words. And thus he changes at his will. 
Like the God Thor, of the old Northern niv- 
thologj, he now holds forth the seven bright 
stars in tlic bright heaven above us, and now 
hides himself in clouds, and pounds away wdth his 
great hammer." 

" And yet this is not aflfectation in him,'* re- 
fined the German. ** It is his nature ; it is Jean 
Faul. And the figures and ornaments of his 
style—wild, fantastic, and ofttiines startling, ]ike 
those in Gothic cathedrals,— are not merely what 
they seem, but massive coignes and buttresses, 
which support the fabric. Kemove them, and 
the roof and walls fall in. And through these 
gurgoyles, these wild faces, these images of beasts 

^t hk^ ''V^?^ ?P^^. ^P^^*« «°d gutters, flow 
tWhtf /?^\^?^«d rain, the bright, abuAdant 
thoughts, tUt W fallen from helven." 

playftdne^i w""^' '' ^^°^ ^'^^ ^ ^^^^ ^^ «eriou8 
hiiiself o^ tv,n 1? '^'' ^^* «^«?8ter, disporting 
earnest , ?b^^ >^^^ ,^^^ ' ^i« Tery sVort is 
about it. X ev^^A^'"^ T^""^^"" ^^ ««riouB 
-.H .ood^atS:7^tesfc^^^ 
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undemeath the hearj moaning of the sea. Well 
may he be called * Jean Paul, the Only-One.' " 

With such discourse the hour of dinner passed, 
and after dinner Flemming went to the cauiedral. 
They were singing vespers. A beadle, dressed 
in blue, with a cocked nat, and a crimson sash 
and collar, was strutting, like a turkey, along the 
aisles. This important gentleman conducted 
Flemming througn the church, and showed him 
the choir, with ito heavy sculptured stalls of oak, 
and the beautiful figures in brown stone over the 
bishops' tombs. He then led him, by a side 
door, into the old and ruined cloisters of St. 
WilHgis. Through the low Gothic arches the 
sunshme streamed upon the pavement of tomb- 
stones, whose images and inscriptions are mostly 
effaced by the footsteps of many generations. 
There stands the tomb of ErauenloD, the Min- 
nesinger. His face is sculptured on the entabla- 
ture in the wall ; a fine, strongly-marked, and 
serious countenance. Below it is a bas-relief, 
representing the poet's funeral. He is carried to 
his grave by ladies, whose praise he sang, and 
thereby won the name of Frauenlob. 

** This, then," said Flemming, " is the grave, 
not of Praise-Grod Barebones, but of Praise-the- 
Ladies Meissen, who wrote songs ' somewhat of 
lust, and somewhat of love.' But where sleeps 
the dust of his rival and foe, sweet Master Bar- 
tholomew Bainbow P" 

He meant this for an aside ; but the turkey- 
cock picked it up and answered— 

" 1 do not know. He did not belong to this 
parish." 

It was already night, when Flemming crossed 
the Boman bridge over the Nahe, and entered 
the town of Bingen. He stopped at the White 
Horse ; and, before going to bed, looked out into 

c 
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the dim starlight from his window towards the 
lihine, and his heart leaped within him to behold 
the bold outline of the neighbouring hills crested 
with Gothic ruins ; — which in the morning proved 
to be only a high, slated roof, with fantastic 
chimneys. 

The morning was bright and frosty, and the 
river tinged with gay colours by the rising sun. 
A soft uiin vapour floated in the air. In the 
sunbeams flashed the hoar frost, like silver stars ; 
and through a long avenue of trees, whose dripping 
branches bent and scattered pearls before nim, 
Paul Flemming journeyed on m triuinph. 

I wiU not prolong this journey, for lam weary 
and way-worn, and would fain be at Heidelberg 
with my readers and my hero. It was already 
night when he reached the Manheim gate, and 
drove down the long Hauptstrasse so slowly, 
that it seemed to him endless. The shops were 
lighted on each side of the street, and he saw 
faces at the windows here and there, and figurea 
passing in the lamplight, visible for a moment, 
and then swallowed up in the darkness. The 
thoughts that filled his mind were strange ; as 
are always the thoughts of a traveller, who en- 
ters for the first time a strange city. This little 
world had been going on for centuries before he 
came, and would go on for centuries alter he was 
gone. Of all the thousands who inhabited it he 
knew nothing ; and what knew tiiey, or thought, 
of the stranger, who, in that close post-chaise, 
weary with travel, and chilled by the evening 
wind, was slowly rumbling over the paved street! 
Truly, this world can go on without us, if we 
would but think so. If it had been a hearse 
instead of a post-chaise, it would have been all 
the same to the people of Heidelberg, though by 
"to means the same to Paul Flemming. 
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But at tlie farther end of the city, near the 
Castle and the Carls-Thor, one warm heart wa^ 
waiting to receive >iiTn ; and this was the Grer- 
man heart of his Mend, the Baron of Hohen- 
fels, with whom he was to pass the winter in 
Heidelberg. No sooner had the carriage stopped 
at the iron-grated gate, and the postihon blown 
his horn, to announce the arriyaL of a traveller, 
than the baron was seen among the servants at 
the door ; and, in a few moments afterwards, the 
two long absent friends were in each other's 
arms, and Flemming received a kiss upon each 
cheek, and another on the mouth, as the pledge 
and seal of the German's friendship. They held 
each other long by the hand, and looked into 
each other's face, and saw themselves in each 
other's eyes, both literally and figuratively ; 
literally, inasmuch as the images were there; 
and figuratively, inasmuch as each was imagining 
what me other thought of him, after the lapse 
of some years. In friendly hopes, and ques- 
tionings, and answers, the evening glided away 
at the supper table, where many more things 
were discussed than the roasted hare and the 
Johannisberger ; and they sat late into the 
night, conversing of the thoughts, and feelings, 
and delights which fill the he^cta of young men, 
who have already enjoyed and simered, and 
hoped and been disappointed. 



CHAPTEE VI. 



HEIBELBEBG- AND THE BABON. 

High and hoar on the forehead of the Jetten- 
buhl stands the Castle of Heidelberg. Behind 
it rise the oak-crested hdls of the Geissberg and 
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the Xaiserstliul ; and in front, from the broad 
terrace of masonry, you can almost throw a 
stone npon the roofs of the town, so close do 
they lie Deneath. Above this terrace rises the 
broad front of the chapel of Saint Udalrich. On 
the left stands the slender octagon tower of the 
horologe, and on the right, a huge round tower, 
battered and shattered by the m^ice of war, 
shores up with its broad shoulders the beautiful 
palace and garden-terrace of Elizabeth, wife of 
the Pfalzgraf Frederick. In the rear are older 
palaces and towers, forming a vast, irregular 
quadrangle; Sodolph's ancient castle, with its 
Gothic gioriette and fantastic gables; the Giant's 
Tower, guarding the drawbri(fce over the moat ; 
the "Rent Tower, with the linden trees growing 
on its summit : and the magnificent Bittersaal 
of Otho Henry, Count Palatine of the Hhiae 
and grand seneschal of the Holy Koman Empire. 
From the gardens behind the castle, you pass 
imder the archway of the Giant's Tower into the 
great court-yard. The diverse architecture of 
different ages strikes the eye; and curious 
sculptures. In niches on the wall of Saint Udal- 
rich s chapel stand rows of knights in armour, 
all broken and dismembered ; and on the front 
of Otho*s E/ittersaal, the heroes of Jewish his- 
tory and classic fable. You enter the open and 
desolate chambers of the ruin, and on every side 
are medallions and family arms ; the Globe of 
the Empire and the Gi^lden Fleece, or the Eagle 
of the CsBsars, resting on the escutcheons of fia- 
varia and the Palatmate. Over the windows 
and door-ways and chimney-pieces are sculptures 
and mouldings of exquisite workmanship ; and 
the eye is bewildered by the profusion of carya- 
tides, and arabesques, and rosettes, and fanlike 
'lutings, and garlands of fruits, and flowers, and 
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acorns, and bullocks' heads, with draperies of 
foliage, and muzzles of lions, holding rincs in 
their teeth. The cunnins hand of art was dusy 
for six centuries, in raising and adorning the^ 
walls ; the mailed hands of time and war have 
defaced and overthrown them in less than two. 
!Next to the Alhambra of Granada, the Castle of 
Heidelberg is the most magnificent ruin of the 
middle ages. 

In the valley below flows the rushing stream 
of the Neckar. Close from its margin, on the 
opposite side, rises the mountain of All Saints, 
crowned with the ruins of a convent; and up the 
valley stretches the mountain-curtain of the 
Odenwald. So close and many are the hills, 
which eastward shut the vaUey m, that the river 
seems a lake. But westward it opens, upon the 
broad plain of the E.hine, like the mouth of a 
trumpet ; and like the blast of a trumpet is at 
times the wintry wind through this narrow 
mountain-pass. The blue Alsatian hills rise be- 
yond ; and on a platform or strip of level huid 
between the Neckar and the mountains, right 
under the castle, stands the town of Heidelberg ; 
as the old song says, " a pleasant town, when it 
has done raining.' 

Something of this did Paul Flemming behold, 
when he rose the next morning and looked &om 
his window. It was a warm, vapoury morning, 
and a struggle was going on between the mist 
and the rismg sun. The sun had taken the hill- 
tops, but the mist still kept possession of the 
valley and the town. The steeple of the great 
church rose through a dense mass of snow-white 
clouds ; and eastward, on the lulls, the dim va- 
pours were rolling across the windows of the 
ruined castle, like the flery smoke of a great 
conflagration. It seemed to him an image of the 
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rising of the snn of Truth on a benighted world ; 
its light streamed through the ruins of centuries ; 
and, down in the valley of time, the Cross of the 
Christian church caught its rays, though the 
priests were singing in mist and darkness oelow. 
In the warm breakfast-room he found the 
Baron waiting for him. He was lying upon a 
sofa, in morning gown and purple velvet slippers, 
both with flowers upon them. He had a guitar 
in his hand, and a pipe in his mouth, at the same 
time smoking, playmg, and humming his fa- 
vourite song from Goethe, 

** The water rushed, the water swelled, 
A fisher sat thereby." 

Flemming could hardly refrain from laughing 
at the sight of his friend ; and told him it re- 
minded mm of a street-musician he once saw in 
Aix-la-Chapelle, who was playing upon six in- 
struments at once ; having a helmet with bells 
on his head, a Pan's reed m his cravat, a fiddle 
in his hand, a triangle on his knee, cymbals on 
his heels, and on his back a bass drum, which he 
played with his elbows. To tell the truth, the 
Baron of Hohenfels was rather a miscellaneous 
youth, rather a imiversal genius. He pursued 
all things with eagerness, but for a short time 
only ; music, poetry, painting, pleasure, even 
the study of the Pandects. His feelings were 
keenly aiive to the enjoyment of life. His great 
defect was, that he was too much in love with 
human nature. But by the power of imagina- 
tion, in him, the bearded goat was changed to a 
bright Capricomus — ^no longer an animal on 
earth, but a constellation in heaven. An easy 
and indolent disposition made him gentle and 
child-like in his manners ; and, in short, the 
beauty of his character, like that of the precious 
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opal, was owing to a defect in its organization. 
His person was tail and slightly built : his hair 
light; and his eyes blue, and as beautiful as 
those of a girl. In the tones of his voice there 
was something indescribably gentle and win- 
ning ; and he spoke the Grerman language with 
the soft, musical accent of his native province of 
Curland. In his manners, if he had not " An- 
tinous' easy sway," he had at least an easy sway 
of his own. Such, in few words, was the Dosom 
friend of Flemming. 

" And what do you think of Heidelberg and 
the old castle P" said he, as they seated them- 
selves at the breakfast table. 

"Last night the town seemed very long to 
me," replied Flemming ; " and as to the castle, 
I have as yet had but a glimpse of it through 
the mist. They tell me there is nothing finer m 
its way than this magnificent ruin ; and I have 
no doubt I shall find it so, only I wish the stone 
were grey, and not red. But, red or grey, I 
foresee that I shall waste many a long hour in 
its desolate halls. Pray, does any Dody live 
there now-a-days P" 

" No body, answered the Baron, " but the 
man who shows the Heidelberg Tun, and a 
Frenchman, who has been there sketching ever 
since the year 1810. He has, moreover, written 
a super-magnificent description of the ruin, iii 
which he says, that during the day the only birds 
of prey disturb it with their piercing cries, and 
at night screech-owls, and other rallow deer. 
You must buy his book and his sketches." 

"Yes, the quotation and the tone of your 
voice will certainly persuade me so to do." 

" Take his, or none, my friend, for you will 
find no others. And seriously, his sketches are 
very good. There is one on the wall there. 
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which i8 beautiful, sare and except that straddle- 
buff fiffure among the bushes in the corner. 

« But is there no ghost, no haunted chamber, 
in the old castle P" asked Flemming, after cast- 
inff a hasty glance at the picture. 

"Oh, certainly," repHed the Baron; "there 
ai^two. There is the ghost of the Virgin Ma^ 
in Euprecht's tower, and the Devil in the l^un- 

"Ah! that is grand," exclaimed Flemming, 
with evident deUght. " Tell me the whole story 
quickly. I am as curious as a child." 

" It is a tale of the times of Louis Debonr 
naire," said the Baron, with a smile ; " a moiddy 
tradition of a credulous age. His brother Fre- 
derick lived here in the castle with him, and had 
a flirtation with Leonore von Luzelstein, a lady of 
the court, whom he afterwards despised, and was 
consequently most cordially hated oy her. From 
political motives he was equally hateful to cer- 
tain petty German tyrants, who, in order to 
effect lais ruin, accusedi him of heresy. But his 
brother Louis would not deliver him up to their 
fury, and they resolved to effect by stratagem 
what they could not by intrigue. Accordingly, 
Ijeonore von Luzelstein, disguised as the Virgin 
Mary, and the father confessor of the Elector, 
in the costume of Satan, made their appearance 
ui the Elector's bedchamber at midnight, and 
fin^htoned him so horribly, that he consented to 
deliver up hid brother into the hands of two 
Mack Knights, who pretended to be ambassa- 
dors from the Vehm-Gericht. They proceeded 
*^?®t^er to Frederick's chamber, where luckily 
^la Genimingen, a brave soldier, kept guard be- 
iimcl the arras. The monk went foremost in his 
oatanic garb ; but no sooner had he set foot in 
^« prince's bed-chamber, than the brave Gem. 
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mingen drew his sword, and said quaintly, ' Die, 
wretch!* — and so he died. The rest took to 
their heels, and were heard of no more. And 
now the souls of Leonore and the monk haunt 
the scene of their midnight crime. You will 
find the story in the Frenchman's book, worked 
up with a kind of red morocco and burnt cork 
sublimity, and great melo-dramatic dankins of 
chains, and hooting of owIb, and other ffillow 
deer." 

" After break&st," said Flemming, ** we will 
go up to the castle. I must get acquainted with 
tnis mirror of owls, this modem Till Eidenspie- 
gel. See what a glorious morning we have. It 
is truly a wondrous winter. What summer sun- 
shine ! — ^what soft Venetian fogs. How the wan- 
ton, treacherous air coquets with the old grey- 
beard trees. Such weather makes the grass and 
our beards grow apace. But we have an old say- 
ing in Engl&h, that winter nerer rots in the sky. 
So he will come down at last in his old-fashioned 
mealy coat. We shall have snow in spring, and 
the blossoms will be all snow-flakes ; and after- 
wards a summer, which will be no summer, but, 
as Jean Paid says, only a winter painted green. 
Is it not so P" 

" Unless I am much deceired in the climate of 
Heidelberg," replied the Baron, " we shall not 
have to wait long for snow. We have sudden 
changes here ; and I should not marvel much if 
it snowed before night." 

" The greater reason for making good use of 
the morning sunshine, then. Let us hasten to 
the castle, wter which my heart yearns." 
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CHAPTEE Vn. 

LIVES OF SCHOLABS. 

The foreboding of the Baron proved true. In 
the afternoon the weather changed. The western 
wind began to blow, and drew a cloud-veil over 
the face of heaven, as a breath does over the hu- 
man face in a mirror. Soon the snow began to 
fall. Athwart the distant landscape it swept like 
a white mist. The storm-wind came from the 
Alsatian hills, and stmck the dense clouds aslant 
through the air, and ever faster fell die snow, a 
roaring torrent from those mountainous clouds. 
The setting sun glared wildlv from the summit 
of the hills, and sank like a burning ship at sea, 
wrecked in the tempest. Thus the evening set 
in, and winter stood at the gate wagging his ^^te 
and shaggy beard, like an old huper, chanting 
an old rhyme — " How cold it is! how cold it is! 
" I like such a storm as this," said Elemming, 
who stood at the window, looking out into the 
tempest and the gathering darkness. " The silent 
falling of snow is to me one of the most solemn 
things in nature. The fall of autumnal leaves 
does not so much affect me; but the driving storm 
is ^rand. It startles me— it awakens me. It is 
wild and woM, like myown soul. I cannot help 
thinking of the sea. How the waves run and 
toss their arms about, and the wind plays on those 
great sonorous harps, the shrouds and masts of 

ships. W"^^^ ^ ^^^ ^ ^^"^^''^ ^ How the old 
churl whistles and threshes the snow I Sleet and 
rain are falling, too. Already the trees are beiurded 
with icicles ; and the two broad branches of yon- 
der pine look like the white moustache of some 
old Grerman baron." 

•* And to-morrow it will look more wintry still," 
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said his Mend. ** We shall wake up, and find 
that the froet-Bpiiit has been at worK all night 
buildine Grothk cathedrals on our windows, just 
as the Devil built the Cathedral of Cologne. So 
draw the curtains, and come sit here by the 
warm fire." 

" And now," said Flemming, having done as 
his friend desired, "tell me something of Heidel- 
berg and its University. I suppose we shall lead 
about as solitary and studious a life here as we 
did of yore in little Gottingen, with nothing to 
amuse us save our own day-dreams." 

" Pretty much so," rephed the Baron ; '* which 
cannot fail to please you, since you are in pur- 
suit of tranquillity. As to the University, it is, 
as you know, one of the oldest in Germany. It 
was founded in the fourteenth century, oy the 
Coimt Palatine Euprecht, and had in the first 
year more than five nundred students, all busily 
committing to memory, after the old scholastic 
wise, the rules of grammar versified by Alexan* 
der de Villa Dei, and the extracts made by Peter 
the Spaniard from Michel Psellus's Synopsis of 
Aristotle's Organon, and the Categories, with 
Porphyry's Commentaries. Truly, I do not much 
wonder that Eri^ena Scotus should have been 
put to death by his scholars with their penknives. 
They must have been pushed to the very verge 
of despair." 

" What a strange picture a xmiversity presents 
to the imagination! The lives of scholars in 
their cloistered stillness ; literary men of retired 
habits, and professors who study sixteen hours a 
day, and never see the world but on a Sunday. 
X9^ature has, no doubt, for some wise purpose, 
placed in their hearts this love of literary laoour 
and seclusion. Otherwise, who would teed the 
undying lamp of thought P But for such men as 
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these, a blast of wind tlirongh the chinks and 
crannies of this old world, or the flapping of a 
conqueror's banner, would blow it out for ever. 
The light of the soul is easily extinguished. And 
whenever I reflect upon these thin^, I become 
aware of the great importance, m a nation's 
history, of the individual fame of scholars and 
literary men. I fear that it is far greater than 
the world is willing to acknowledge ; or, perhaps 
I should say, than the world has tiiought of ac- 
knowledging. Blot out from England's history 
the names of Chaucer, Shakspeare, Spenser, and 
Milton only, and how much of her ^ory would 
you blot out with them ! Take from Italy such 
names as Dante, Petrarch, Boccaccio, Michael 
Ange^o, and Baphael, and how much would be 
wanting to the completeness of her glory ! How 
would the history of Spain look, if the leaves 
were torn out on which are written the names of 
Cervantes, Lope de Vega, and Calderon P What 
would be the fame of Portugal, without her 
Camoens ; of France, without ner Bacine, and 
Babelais, and Voltaire ; or Germany, without 
her Martin Luther, her Goethe, and her Schiller P 
Nay, what were the nations of old, without their 
philosophers, poets, and historians P Tell me, do 
not these men, in all ages, and in all places, em- 
blazon with bright colours the armorial bearings 
of their coimtry P Yes, and far more than this ; 
for in all ages, and in all places, they give hu- 
manity assurance of its greatness, and say, ' Call 
not tms time or people wholly barbarous, for thus 
much, even then and there, could the human mind 
achieve V But the boisterous world has hardly 
thought of acknowledging all this. Therein it 
has shown itself somewhat imgrateful. Else, 
'^hence the great reproach, the general scorn, the 
i derision, with which, to take a familiar ex- 
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ample, the monks of the Middle Ages are re- 
garded P That they slept their lives away is most 
nntrae. For in an age when books were few, 
so few, so precious, that they were often chained 
to their oaken shelves with iron chains, like galley- 
slares to their benches, these men, with their la- 
borious hands, copied upon parchment all the lore 
and wisdom of the past, and transmitted it to us. 
Perhaps it is not too much to say, that, but for 
these monks, not one hue of the classics would 
have reached our day. Surely, then, we can par- 
don something to those superstitious ages, per. 
haps even the mysticism or the scholastic philo- 
sophy, since, after all, we can find no harm in it, 
omy tiie mistaking of the possible for the real, 
and the high aspirings of the human mind after 
a long-sought and unknown somewhat. I think 
the name of Martin Luther, the monk of Wit- 
temberg, alone sufficient to redeem all monkhood 
from tJie reproach of laziness. If this will not, 
perhaps the vast folios of Thomas Aquinas will ; 
or the countless manuscripts, stiU treasured in 
old libraries, whose yellow and wrinkled pages 
remind one of the hands that wrote them, and 
the faces that once bent over them." 

" An eloquent homily," said the Baron, laxigh- 
ing ; " a most touching appeal in behalf of su&r- 
ing humanity ! For my part, I am no Mend of 
this entire seclusion from the world. It has a 
very injurious effect on the mind of a scholar. 
The Chmese proverb is true ; a single conversa- 
tion across the table with a wise man is better 
than ten years* mere study of books. I have 
known some of these literary men, who thus shut 
themselves up from the world. Their minds never 
come in contact with those of their fellow-men. 
They read little, they think much. They are 
mere dreamers. They know not what is new n'^i^ 
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what is old. They often strike upon trains of 
thought, which stand written in good authors 
some century or so back, and are even current in 
the mouths of men around them. But they know 
it not ; and imagine they are bringing forward 
something very original, when they publish their 
thoughts." 

"B; reminds me," replied Flemming, "of what 
Dr. Johnson said of Goldsmith, when he proposed 
to travel abroad in order to bring home improve- 
ments : — * He will bring home a wheelbarrow, 
and call that an improvement/ It is unfortun- 
ately the same with some of these scholars." 

" And the worst of it is," said the Baron, " that 
in solitude some fixed idea will often take root in 
the mind, and crow till it overshadow all one's 
thoughts. To this must all opinions come ; no 
thought can enter there, which shall not be 
wedded to the fixed idea. There it remains, and 

frows. It is like the watchman's wife, in the 
Wer of Waiblingen, who grew to such a size, 
that she could not get down the narrow staircase ; 
and when her hu^and died, his successor was 
forced to marry the fat widow in the Tower." 

"I remember an old English comedy," said 
Flemming, laughing, ** in which a scholar is de- 
scribed as ' a creature that can strike fire in the 
morning at his tinder-box, — put on a pair of lined 
slippers, — sit ruminating till dinner, and then go 
to ms meat when the bell rings ; — one that hath 
a peculiar gift in a cough, and a license to spit ; 
—or, if you will have him defined by negatives, 
he is one that cannot make a good leg,---one that 
cannot eat a mess of broth cleanly.' What think 
you of that P" 

" That is just as people are always represented 
in English comedy," said the Baron. <* The por- 
^•••it is overcharged — caricatured." 
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" And yet," contintied Flemming, " no longer 
ago than yestcrdav, in the preface of a work oy 
a Professor of Philosophy in the University of 
Halle, I read this passage." 

He opened a book and read — 

"Here in Halle, where we have no pnblic 
garden and no Tivoli, no London Exchange, no 
Paris Chamber of Deputies, nO Berlin nor Vienna 
Theatres, no Strasbnrg Minster nor Salzbnrg 
Alps, no Ghrecian ruins nor fantastic Catholicism, 
— ^in fine, nothing which, after one's daily task is 
finished, can divert and refresh him, witnout his 
knowing or caring how, — ^I consider the sight of 
a proof-sheet quite as delightful as a walk in the 
Prater of Vienna. I fiU my pipe very quietly, 
take out my inkstand and pens, seat myself in 
the comer of my sofa, read, correct, and now for 
the first time really set about thinking what I 
have written. To see this origin of a book, this 
metamorphosis of manuscrint mto print, is a de- 
light to which I give myselr up entirely. Look 
you, this melancholy pleasure, which would have 
furnished the depaited Voss with worthy matter 
for more than one blessed Idyl — (the more so, as 
on such occasions I am generally arrayed in a 
morning gown, though, I am sorry io say, not a 
calamanco one, with great flowers) — this melan- 
choly pleasure has already grown here in Halle 
to a sweet, pedantic habit. Since 1 began my 
hermit's life nere, I have been printing ; and so 
long as I remain here, I shall keep on printing. 
In all nrobability, I shall die with a proof sheet 
in my nand." 

" This," said Flemming, closing the b6ok, " is 
no caricature by a writer of comedy, but a por- 
trait by a man's own hand. We can see by it 
how easily, under certain circumstances, one may 
glide into habits of seclusion, and in a ldn<^ ^^ 
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undress, slip-sliod Imrdihood, with a pipe and a 
proof-sheet, defy the world. Into tnis state 
scholars have too often fallen ; thus giving some 
ground for the prevalent opinion, that scholar- 
ship and rusticity are inseparable. To me, I 
confess, it is painful to see the scholar and the 
world assume so often a hostile attitude, and set 
each other at defiance. Surely, it is a charac- 
teristic trait of a ^eat and liberal mind that 
it recognizes humanity in all its forms and condi- 
tions. I am a student ; and always, when I sit 
alone at night, I recognise the divinity of a 
student, as sue reveals herself to me in the flame 
of the midnight lamp. But because solitude 
and books are not unpleasant to me, — nay, 
wished-for, — sought after, — shall I say to my 
brother, * Thou fool !' Shall I take the world by 
the beard, and say, ' Thou art old, and mad !' 
Shall I look socie^ in the face, and say, ' Thou 
art Jieartless !* — Heartless ! Beware of that 
word! Hie good Jean Paul says very wisely, 
that * Life in every shape should be precious to 
us, for the same reason that the Turks carefully 
collect every scrap of paper that comes in their 
way, because the name of God may be written 
upon it.' Nothing is more true tlian this, yet 
nothing more neglected." 

" If it be painml to see this misimderstanding 
between scholars and the world," said the Baron, 
" I think it is still more painful to see the private 
sufferings of authors by profession. How many 
have luiguished in poverty, how many died 
broken-hearted, how many gone mad with over- 
excitement and disappointed hopes! How in- 
structive and painfully interesting are their lives ! 
with so many weaknesses, — so much to pardon, 
10 much to pity, — so much to admire ! 1 think 
was not BO far out of the way, who said, that. 
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next to the Newgate Calendar, the BiograpKy of 
Authors is the most sickeniniF chapter in the liis* 
tory 01 man. 

"It is indeed enough to make one's heart 
ache !" interrupted Flemming. " Only think of 
Johnson and Savage, rambling about tne streets 
of London at midmght, without a place to sleep 
in ; Otway starved to death ; Collins mad, and 
howling like a dog, through the aisles of Chiches- 
ter Cathedral, at the sound of church music! 
and Groldsmith, strutting up Fleet-street in his 
peach-blossom coat, to knock a bookseller over 
the pate with one of his own yolumes ; and then, 
in ms poverty, about to marry his landlady in 
Green Arbour-court." 

" A life of sorrow and privation, a hard life, 
indeed, do these poor devil authors have of it,*' 
replied the Baron ; " and then at last must get 
then! to the workhouse, or creep away into some 
hospital to die." 

" After all," said Flemming, with a sigh, " po- 
verty is not a crime." 

"But something worse," interrupted the Baron; 
as Dufiresny said, when he married lus laundress, 
because he could not pay her biU. He was the 
author, as you know, or the opera of Lot; at 
whose representation the great pun was made ; — 
I say the great pirn, as we say the great Tun of 
Heidelberg. As one of the performers was sing- 
ing the Ime * L^amowr a vaincu Loth,* (vingt 
culottes,) a voice from the pit cried out, ' Qu* il 
0n danne tune a V autewr P " 

Flemming laughed at the unseasonable jest ; 
and then, an;er a short pause, continued : 

" And yet, if you loot closely at the causes of 
these calamities of authors, you wiU find that 
many of them spring from false and exaggerated 
ideas of poetry and the poetic character ; and 
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firom diHfiafn of oommoii sense, upon wliicli all 
character worth haying is founded. This comes 
irom keeping aloof mnn the world, apart from 
onr fellow-men ; disdainful of society as Mrolons. 
By too much sitting still the body becomes un- 
healthy; and soon the mind. This is nature's 
law. She will never see her children wronged. 
If the mind, which roles the body, ever forgets 
itself so far as to trample upon its slave, the 
slave is never generous enough to forgive the 
injury, but will rise and snute its oppressor. 
Thus has many a monarch mind been dethroned.'* 

" After all," said the Baron, " we must pardon 
much to men of genius. A delicate organisation 
renders them keenly susceptible to pain and 
pleasure. And then they iaealise every thing ; 
and, in the moonlight of fancy, even the deformity 
of vice seems beautiful." 

" And this you think should be forgiven P" 

" At all events, it is forgiven. The world loves 
a spice of wickedness. Talk as you will about 
principle, impulse is more attractive, even when 
it goes too far. The passions of youth, like un- 
hooded hawks, flj hign, with musical bells upon 
their jesses ; and we forget the cruelty of the 
sport in the dauntless bearing of the gallant 
bird." 

" And thus do the world and society corrupt 
the scholar I" exclaimed Flemming. 

Here the Baron rang, and ordered a bottle of 
Prince Mettemich. He then very slowly filled 
his pipe, and began to smoke, l^lemming was 
lost m a day-dream. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

LITERARY FAME. 

Time has a Doomsday-Book, upon whose pages 
he is continuallj recording illustrioiLB names. 
But, as often as a new name is written there, an 
old one disappears. Only a few stand in illumi- 
nated characters, never to be effaced. These are 
the high nobility of Nature — ^lords of the Public 
Domam of thought. Posterity shall never ques- 
tion their titles. But those whose fame lives 
only in the indiscreet opinion of unwise men, 
must soon be as well forgotten as if they had 
never been. To this great oblivion must most 
men come. It is better, therefore, that they 
should soon make up their minds to this ; well 
knowing, that, as their bodies must ere lone^ be 
resolved into dust again, and their graves tell no 
tales of them, so must their names likewise be 
utterly forgotten, and their most cherished 
thoughts, purposes, and opinions have no longer 
an individual being among men, but be resolved 
and incorporated into the universe of thought. 
If, then, the imagination can trace the noble dust 
of heroes, till we find it stopping a beer barrel, 
and know that 

" Imperial Caesar, dead and turned to clay, 
May stop a hole to keep the wind away ;'' 

not less can it trace the noble thoughts of great 
men, till it finds them mouldered into the com- 
mon dust of conversation, and used to stop men's 
mouths, and patch up theories, to keep out the 
flaws of opimon. Such, for example, are all 
popular adages and wise proverbs, which are 
now resolved into the common mass of thought, 
their authors forgotten, and having no more an 
individual being among men. 
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It is better, therefore, that men should soon 
make up their minds to be forgotten, and look 
about tnem, or within them, mr some higher 
motive in what they do than the approbation of 
men, which is Fame — namely, their duty ; that 
they should be constantly and quietly at work, 
eacn in his sphere, regardless of enects, and 
leaving their fame to take care of itself. Diffi- 
cult must this indeed be, in our imperfection ; 
impossible, perhaps, to achieve it wholly. Yet 
the resolute, the indomitable will of man can 
achieve much — at times even this victory over 
himself; being persuaded that fame comes only 
when deserved, and then is as inevitable as des- 
tiny, for it is destiny. 

it has become a common saying, that men of 
genius are always in advance of their age ; which 
IS true. There is something equally true, yet 
not so common — namely, that of these men of 
genius, the best and bravest are in advance, not 
only of their own age, but of every age. As the 
Grerman prose-poet says, every possible future is 
behind them. We cannot suppose that a period 
of time will ever arrive, when the world, or any 
considerable portion of it, shall have come up 
abreast with these great minds, so as fully to 
comprehend them. 

And, oh ! how majestically they walk in his- 
tory ; some like the sim, " with ail his travelling 
glories round him ;" others wrapped in gloom, 
yet glorious as a night with stars ! Through the 
else silent darkness of the past, the spirit hears 
their slow and solemn footsteps. Onward they 
pass, like those hoary elders seen in the sublime 
vision of an earthly paradise, attendant angels 
bearing golden lights before them, and, above 
and behind, the whole air painted with seven 
I'-ted colours, as from the trail of pencils J 
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And yet, on earth, these men were not happy, 
not all happy, in the outward circumstances of 
their lives. They were in want, and in pain, and 
familiar with prison bars, and the damp, weep- 
ing walls of dimgeons ! Oh, I have looked with 
wonder upon those, who, in sorrow and priva- 
tion, and bodily discomfort, and sickness, which 
is the shadow of death, have worked right on to 
the accomplishment of their great purposes; 
toiling much, enduring much, fulfilling much ; — 
and tnen, with shattered nerves, and sinews all 
unstrung, have laid themselves down in the 
graye, and slept the sleep of death — and the 
world talks of them while they sleep I 

It would seem, indeed, as if all their sufferings, 
had but sanctified them ! — as if the death-angel, 
in passing, had touched them with the hem ofnis 
garment, and made them holy ! — as if the hand 
of disease had been stretched out over them 
only to make the sign of the cross upon their 
souls! And as in the sun's eclipse we can be- 
hold the great stars shining in the heavens, so 
in this life eclipse have these men beheld the 
lights of the great eternity, burning solemnly and 
for ever ! 

This was Flemming*s reyerie. It was broken 
by the voice of the Baron, suddenly exclaiming — 
" An angel is flying over the house ! Here, in 
this goblet, fragrant as the honey of Hymettus, 
fragrant as the wild flowers m the Angel's 
Meadow, I drink to the divinity of thy dreams." 
" This is all sunshine," said Flemming, as he 
drank. " The wine of the Prince, and the Prince 
of wines. By the way, did you ever read that 
brilliant Itahan dithyrambic, B«di's Bacchus in 
Tuscany P an ode which seems to have been 
poured out of the author's soul, as from a golden 
pitcher. 
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* Filled with the vdae 
Of the vine 
Benign. 
That flames so red in Sansovine.' 

He calls the Montepulciano the kiag of all wines,*' 
"Prince Mettemich," said the Baron, "is 
greater than any king in Italy ; and I wonder 
that this precious wine hajs never inspired a Grer- 
man poet to write a Bacchus on the Einine. Many 
little songs we have on this theme, but none very 
extraordinary. The best are max Schenken- 
dorf s Song of the Ehine, and the song of Khine 
Wine, by Claudine, a poet who never drank 
Rhenish without sugar. We will drink for him 
a blessing on the Ehine." 

And again the crystal lips of the goblets kissed 
each other with a musical chime, as of evening 
bells at vintage time froifl the villages on the 
Ehine. Of a truth, I do not much wonder that 
the G-erman poet, Schiller, loved to write by can- 
dle-light, witn a bottle of Bhine-wine upon the 
table. Not do I wonder at the worthy school- 
master, Boger Ascham, when he says, m one of 
his letters from Germany to Mr. Jonn Baven, of 
John's CoUege, " TeU Mr. Maden I wiU drink 
with him now a carouse of wine ; and would to 
God he had a vessel of Bhenish wine ; and, 
perchance, when I come to Cambridge, I will so 
provide here, that every year I will nave a little 

Siece of Bhenish wine. Nor, in fine, do I won- 
er at the German emperor of whom he speaks 
in another letter, to tne same John Baven, and 
says, " The emperor drank the best that I ever 
saw ; he had his head in the glass five times as 
long as any of us, and never drank less than a 
good quart at once of Bhenish wine." 

" But to resume our old theme of scholars and 
their whereabouts," said the Baron, with an un- 
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-Qsnal glow, canght no doubt from the golden snn- 
shine, imprisoned, like the student ^selmus, in 
the glass bottle ; " where should the scholar Hve P 
In solitude, or in society P in the green stillness 
of the country, where he can hear the heart of 
nature beat ; or in the dark, grey town, where 
he can hear and feel the throbbing heart of man P 
I will make answer for him, and say, in the dark, 
grey town. Oh, they do greatly err who think 
that the stars are all the poetry which cities have, 
and therefore that the poet's only dwelling should 
be in sylvan solitudes, under the green roof of 
trees. Beautiful, no doubt, are all the forms of 
Nature, when transfigured by the miraculous 
power of poetry; hamlets and harvest fields, 
and nut-brown waters flowing ever under the 
forest, vast and shadowy, with all the sights and 
sounds of rural life. But after all, what are these 
but the decorations and painted scenery in the 
great theatre of human life P What are they but 
the coarse materials of the poet's song P Glorious 
indeed is the world of God aroimd us, but more 
glorious the world of God within us. There lies 
the Land of Song ; there lies the poet's native 
land. The river of life that flows through streets 
tumultuous, bearing along so many gallant hearts, 
BO many wrecks of humanity ; — the many homes 
and households, each a little world in itself, re- 
volving round its fire-side, as a central sun ; all 
forms of human joy and suffering brought into 
that narrow compass ; — and to be in this, and be 
a part of this, acting, thinking, rejoicing, sorrow- 
ing with his fellow-men, — such, such should be 
the poet's life. If he would describe the world, 
he &ould live in the world. The mind of the 
scholar, if you would have it large and liberal, 
should come in contact with other minds. It is 
better that his armour should be somewhat bruised 
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by rude encountors even, tlian Lang for erer 
rusting on tlie wall. Nor will his themes be few 
or trivial, because apparently shut in between the 
walls of houses, andf having merely the decora- 
tions of street scenery. A ruined cnaracter is as 
picturesque as a ruined castle. There are dark 
abysses and yawning gulfs in the human heart, 
w4]i can be renderld passable only by brideing 
them over with iron nerves and sinews, as Gh^ey 
bridged the Sarine in Switzerland, and Telfora 
the sea between Anglesea and England, with 
chain-bridges. These are the great themes of 
human thought; not green grass, and flowers, 
and moonlight. Besides, the mere external forms 
of Nature we make our own, and carry with us 
everywhere, by the power of memory." 

"i fear, however," interrupted Flemming, 
" that in towns the soul of man grows proud. 
He needs at times to be sent forth, like the As- 
syrian monarch, into green fields, ' a wondrous 
wretch and weedless,' to eat green herbs, and be 
wakened and chastised by me rain shower and 
winter's bitter weather. Moreover, in cities there 
is danger of the soul's becoming wed to pleasure, 
and forgetful of its high vocation. There have 
been souls dedicated to heaven from childhood, 
and guarded by good angels as sweet seclusions 
for holy thou^nts, and prayers, and all good pur- 
poses ; wherein pious wisnes dwelt luce nuns, 
and every image was a saint ; and yet in life's 
vicissitudes, by the treachery of occasion, by the 
thronging passions of great cities, have become 
soiled ana sinful. They resemble those convents 
on the river Khine wmch have been changed to 
taverns ; from whose chambers the pious inmates 
have long departed, and in whose cloisters the 
footsteps of travellers have efiaced the images of 
buried saints, and whose walls are written over 
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with ribaldry and the names of strangers, and re- 
sound no more with holy hymns, but with reveky 
and loud voices." 

" Both town and country hare their dangers/' 
said the Baron; ''and therefore, wherever the 
scholar lives, he must never forget his high voca- 
tion. Other artists give themselves up wholly 
to the study of their art. It becomes with them 
almost religion. For the most part, and in their 
youth, at least, they dwell in lands where the 
whole atmosphere ot the soul is beauty ; laden 
with it as the air may be with vapour, till their 
very nature is saturated with the genius of their 
art. Such, for example, is the artist's life in 
Italy." 

"I agree with you," exclaimed Flemming; 
" and such should be the poet's everywhere ; for 
he has his Bome, his Florence, his whole glowing 
Italy within the four walls of his library. He 
has in his books the. ruins of an antique world, 
and the glories of a modern one — ^his Apollo and 
Transfiguration. He must neither forget nor 
underv^ue his vocation ; but thank God that he 
is a poet, and everywhere be true to himself, and 
to ' the vision and the faculty divine' he recog- 
nises within him." 

** But, at any rate, a town life is most eventful," 
continued the Baron. '* The men who make, or 
take, the lives of poets and scholars, always com- 
plain that these lives are barren of incidents. 
Hardly a literary biography begins without some 
such apology, unwisely made. I confess, how- 
ever, that it is not made without some show of 
truth ; if, by incidents, we mean only those start- 
ling events which suddenly turn aside the stream 
of time, and change the world's history in an 
hour. There is certainly a uniformity, pleasin? 
or unpleasing, in literary life, which for tne m-^ 
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Sart makes to-da;i^ seem twin-bom with yester- 
ay. But if, by incidents, ^ ou mean events in 
the history of the human mind, ^and why not P) 
noiseless events, that do not scar the forehead of 
the world as battles do, yet change it not the less, 
then surely the lives of literary men are most 
eventful. The complaint and the apoloey are 
both foolish. I do not see why a successfiH book 
is not as great an event as a snccessful campai^, 
only different in kind, and not easily compared/' 
** Indeed," interrupted Flenmiing, " in no sense 
is the complaint strictly true, though at times ap- 
parently BO. Events enough there are, were 
they all set down. A life that is worth writing 
at all, is worth writing minutely. Besides, all 
literary men have not lived in silence and soli- 
tude — ^not all in stillness, not all in shadow. For 
many have lived in troubled times, in the rude 
and adverse fortunes of the state and age, and 
could say with Wallenstein— 

* Our life was but a battle and a march ; 
And, like the wind's blast, never-resting, homeless, 
We stormed across the war-convulsed earth.' 

Many such examples has history recorded; 
Dante, Cervantes, Byron, and others; men of 
iron ; men who have dared to breast the strong 
breath of public opinion, and, like spectre ships, 
come sailing right against the vrind. Others have 
been puffed out by the first adverse wind that blew; 
disgraced and sorrowful, because they could not 
please others. Had they been men, they would 
nave made these disappointments their best 
friends, and learned from them the needful lesson 
of self-reliance." 

** To confess the truth," added the Baron, " the 

lives of literary men, with their hopes and disap- 

ointments, and quarrels and calamities, present 
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a melaacholy picture of man's strength and weak- 
ness. On that very account the scholar can make 
them profitable for enconragement, consolation, 
warning." 

*• Ana after all," continued Flemming, " per- 
haps the greatest lesson which the lives of lite- 
rary men teach us is told in a single word — ^Wait ! 
Eyerj man must patiently bide his time. He 
must wait. More particularly in lands like mv 
native land, where the pulse of life beats witn 
such feverish and impatient throbs, is the lesson 
needful. Our national character wants the dig- 
nity of repose. We seem to live in the midst of 
a battle,— there is such a din, such a hurryiujg to 
and fro. In the streets of a crowded city it is 
difficult to walk slowly. You feel the rushing 
of the crowd, and rush with it onward. In 
the press of our life it is difficult to be calm. 
In this stress of wind and tide, all professions 
seem to drag their anchors, and are swept 
out into the main. The voices of the Present 
say — Come ! But the voices of the Past say — 
Wait ! With calm and solemn footsteps the rising 
tide bears against the rushing torrent up stream, 
and pushes back the hurrying waters. With no 
less cahn and solemn footsteps, nor less certainty, 
does a great mind bear up against public opinion, 
and uush back its hurrying stream. Therefore 
should every man wait — should bide his time. 
Not in listless idleness — not in useless pastime — 
not in querulous dejection; but in constant, 
steady, cheerful endeavours, always willing and 
AiMlnng, and accomplishing his task, that, when 
the occasion comes, he may be equal to the occa- 
sion. And if it never comes, what matters it to 
the world whether I, or you, or other man did 
such a deed, or wrote such a book, sobeit the deed 
and book were well done. It is the part of r 
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indiscreet and troublesome ambition to care too 
much about fame — about wbat the world says of 
us — ^to be always looking into the faces of others 
for approval — ^to be always anxious for the eHect 
of what we do and say — to be always shouting to 
hear the echo of our own voices ! If you look 
about you, you will see men, who are wearing life 
away in feverish anxietv of fame ; and the last 
we shall ever hear of them will be the funeral 
bell, that tolls them to their early graves ! Un- 
happy men, and imsuccessM ; because their pur- 
pose 18, not to accomnlish well their task, but to 
clutch the * trick and fantasy of fame ;* and they 
go to their graves with purposes unaccomplished 
and wishes unfulfilled, better fbr them, and for 
the world in their example, had they known how 
to wait ! Believe me, the talent of success is no- 
thing more than doing what you can do well, and 
doing well whatever you do, without a thought 
of fame. If it come at all, it will come because 
it is deserved, not because it is sought after. And, 
moreover, there will be no misgivmgs — ^no disap- 
pointment — no hasty, feverish, eiuiausting ex- 
citement." 

Thus endeth the First Book of Hyperion, I 
made no record of the winter. Panl Flemming 
buried himself in books; in old, dusty books. 
He worked his way diligently through the an- 
cient poetic lore of Germany, from Frankish Le- 
gends of Saint George, and Saxon Ehyme- 
Chronicles, and Nibelungen-Lieds, and Helden- 
Buchs, and Songs of the Minnesingers, Master- 
singers, and Ships of Fools, and Keynard the 
Foxes, and Death-Dances, and Lamentations of 
Damned Souls, into the bright, sunny land of 
harvests, where, amid the golden grain and the 
blue com flowers, walk the modern bards, and 
ing. 
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Sooit t]^e deconly. 



"Something the heart mmt have to cherish, 
Mast love, and joy, and sorrow learn ; 

Something with passion clasp, or perish. 
And in itself to ashes bmm." 



CHAPTEE I. 

SFBING. 

It was a sweet carol whicli the Eliodian children 
sang of old, in Spring, bearing in their hands, 
from door to door, a swallow, as herald of the 
season : 

" The Swallow is come ! 

The Swallow is come ! 

fair are the seasons, and light 

Are the days that she brings, 

With her dusky wings, 

And her bosom snowy white 1" 

A pretty carol, too, is that which the Hunga- 
rian Doys, on the islands of the Danube, sing to 
the returning stork in Spring : 

*' Stork ! Stork ! poor Stork ! 
Why is thy foot so bloody? 
A Turkish boy hath torn it ; 
Hungarian boy will heal it, 
With fiddle, fife, and drum." 
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But what child has a heart to sing in this ca- 
pricious clime of ours, where Spring comes saU- 
ms in from the sea, with wet and heayy cloud- 
saus, and the misty pennon of the east wind 
nailed to the mast ! x et even here, and in tilie 
stormy month of March even, there are bright, 
warm mornings, when we open our windows to 
inhale the balmy air. The pigeons fly to and fro, 
and we hear the whirring sound of wings. Old 
flies crawl out of the cracks to sun themselves, 
and think it is summer. They die in their conceit ; 
and so do our hearts withm us, when the cold 
sea breath comes from the eastern sea, and again. 

" The driving hail 

Upon the vnndow beats with icy llaiL" 

The red flowering maple is first in blossom, its 
beautiful purple flowers unfolding a fortnight be- 
fore the leaves. The moose-wood follows, witJi 
rose-coloured buds and leaves; and the dog- 
wood, robed in the white of its own pure blos- 
soms. Then comes the sudden rain-storm, and 
the birds fly to and fro, and shriek. Where do 
they hide themselves in such storms P at what 
fire-sides dry their feathery cloaks P At the fire- 
side of the great hospitable sun, to-morrow, not 
before ; — ^they must sit in wet garments until 
then. 

In all climates Spring is beautiful. In the 
South it is intoxicating, and sets a poet beside 
himself. The birds begin to sin^ : they utter a 
few rapturous notes, and then wait for an answer 
in the silent woods. Those green-coated musi- 
cians, the f^^s, make holiday m the neighbouriDg 
marshes. Tney, too, belong to the orchestra of 
nature, whose vast theatre is again opened, though 
the doors have been so long ooltea with icicles, 

d the scenery hung with snow and frost hko 
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cobwebs. This is the prelude which annonnces 
the opening of the scene. Already the grass 
^oots fortn. The waters leap with thrilling pulse 
through the yeins of the earth, the sap through 
the yems of the plants and trees, and the blood 
through the veins of man. What a thrill of delight 
in Spnng-time ! What a joy in being and moving ! 
Men are at work in gardens ; and in the air there 
is an odour of the fresh earth. The leaf-buds 
begin to swell and blush. The white blossoms of 
the cherry hang upon the boughs like snow-flakes ; 
and ere long our next-door neighbours will be 
completely hidden from us by tne dense green 
foliage. The May-flowers open their soft blue 
oyes. Children are let loose in the flelds and 
gardens. They hold buttercups under each others' 
chins, to see if they love butter. And the little 
girls adorn themselves with chains and curls of 
dandelions ; pull out the yellow leaves to see if 
the schoolboy loves them, and blow the down 
from the leafless stalk, to And out if their mothers 
want them at home. 

And at ni^ht so cloudless and so still ! Not a 
voice of livmg thing — not a whisper of leaf or 
waving bough — ^not a breath of wind— not a sound 
upon uie earth, nor in the air I And over head 
bends the blue sky, dewy and soft, and radiant 
with innumerable stars, like the inverted bell of 
some blue flower sprinkled with golden dust, and 
breathing fragrance. Or if the heavens are over- 
cast, it is no wild storm of wind and rain, but 
clouds that melt and fall in showers. One docs 
not wish to sleep, but lies awake to hear the plea- 
sant sound of the dropping rain. 

It was thus the Sprmg began in Heidelberg. 
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CHAPTEE II. 

A COLLOQUT. 

"And what think you of Tiedse*s Urania?" 



said the Baron, smiling, as Paul Flenmiing closed 
the book, and laid it upon the table. 

"I think," said Flemming, "that it is very- 
much like Jean Paul's grandfather, — in the high- 
est degree poor and pious." 

" Bravo !" exclaimed the Baron. " That is the 
best criticism I have heard upon the book. For 
mj part, I dislike it as much as Groethe did. It 
was once very popular, and lay about in every 
parlour and oedroom. This annoyed the old gen- 
tleman exceediuj^ly ; and I do not wonder at it. 
He complains, that at one time nothing was sung 
or said but this Urania. He believed in Immor- 
tality, but wished to cherish his belief in quiet- 
ness. He once told a friend of his, that he had, 
however, learned one thing from all this talk 
about Tiedge and his Urania ; which was, that 
the saints, as well as the nobility, constitute an 
aristocracy. He said he found stupid women, 
who were proud because they believed in Immor- 
tality with Tiedge, and had to submit himself to 
not a few mysterious catechisings and tea-table 
lectures on tnis point ; and that he cut them short 
by saying, that lie had no objection whatever to 
enter into another state of existence hereafter, 
but prayed only that he might be spared the hon- 
our of meeting there any of those who had be- 
lieved in it here ; for, if he did, they would flock 
around him on all sides, exclaiming, * Were we 
not in the right ? Did we not tell you so P Has 
it not all turned out just as we saia P* " 

" How shocked the good old ladies must have 

n !" said Flemming. 
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" No doubt, their nenres suffered a little ; but 
the young women loved him all the better for 
beine witty and wicked, and thought, if thej 
could only marry him, how they would reform 
him." 

" Settina Brentano, for instance." 

" O, no ! That happened long afterwards. 
Goethe was then an ola man of si^dy. She had 
never seen him, and knew him only by his writ- 
ings : a romantic girl of seventeen." 

*' And yet much in love with the sexagenarian. 
And surely a more wild, fantastic passion never 
sprang up in woman's breast. She was a flower 
that worshipped the sun." 

" She afterwards married Achim von Amim, 
and is now a widow. And not the least singular 

fart of the affair is, that having grown older, and 
hope colder, she should herself publish the let- 
ters which passed between her and Goethe." 

" Particmarly the letter in which she describes 
her first visit to Weimar, and her interview with 
the hitherto invisible divinity of her dreams. The 
old gentleman took her upon his knees, and she 
fell asleep with her head upon his shoulder. Obe- 
ron must have touched her eyes with the jidce of 
Love-in-idleness. However, this book of Ghoethe'd 
Correspondence with a Child is a very singular 
and valuable revelation of the feelings whidi he 
excited in female hearts. You say she afterwards 
married Achim von Amim P" 

" Yes ; and he and her brother, Clemens Bren- 
tano, published that wondrous book, the Boy's 
Wonder-Horn." 

" The Boy's Wonder-Horn ! " said Flemming, 
after a short pause, for the name seemed to have 
thrown him mto a reverie : " I know the book 
almost by heart. Of all your German books, it 
is the one which produces upon my imaginatio- 

D 3 
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the most wild and ma^c influence. I have a 
passion for ballads." 

*' And who has notP" said the Baron, with a 
smile. " They are the gipsy children of song, 
born under green hedgerows, in the leafy lanes 
and by-paths of literature — in the geniaui Sum- 
mer-time. 

" Why do you say Summer-time, and not Sum- 
mer?" mquired Flemmin^. "The expression 
reminds me of your old Minnesingers — of Hein- 
rich von Ofterdingen, and Walther von der Vo- 
gelweide, and Count Exafb von Toggenburg, and 
your own ancestor, I dare say, ^urkhart von 
Hohenfels. They were always singing of the 
gentle Summer-tune. They seem to have lived 
poetry, as well as sung it, like the birds who 
make their marriage oeds in the voluptuous 
trees." 

" Is that from Shakspeare P" 

" No ; from Lope de Vega." 

" You are deeply read in the lore of antiquity, 
and the Aubades and Watch-Songs of the old 
Minnesingers. What do you thin£ of the shoe- 
maker poets that came after them, with their 
guilds and singing schools f It makes me laugh 
to think how me great streams of your German 
Helicon, shrunk to small rivulets, go bubbling 
and gurgling over the pebbly names of Zwinger, 
Wurgendrussel, Budienlin, HeMre, Old StoU, 
Young Stoll, Strong Bopp, Dang Brotscheim, 
Batt Spiegel, Pet^ Ffort, and Maitin Gumpel. 
And then the Corporation of the Twelve Wise 
Masters, with their stumpfe-reime and klingende- 
reime, and their Hans Tindeisen's rosemary- 
weise and Joseph Schmierer's flowery-paradise- 
weise, and Frauenlob's yellow-weise, andblue- 
-^eise, and frog-weise, and looking-glass-weise !" 

' O, I entreat you," exclaimed Flemming, 
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laughing, " do not call those men poets ! You 
transport me to <][naint old Nuremberg, and I see 
Hans Sachs makmg shoes, and Hans F0I2 shav- 
ing the burgomaster." 

" By the way," interrupted the baron, ** did 
you ever read. Hoffmann's beautiful story of 
Master Martin, the Cooper of Nuremberg r I 
will read it to you this very night. It is the most 
delightful picture of that age which you can 
conceive. J3at, look ! the sun has already set 
behind the Alsatian hills. Let us go up to the 
castle, and look for the ghost in Prince Buprecht's 
Tower. O, what a glorious sunset !" 

Flemming looked at the evening sky, and a 
shade of sadness stole over his countenance. 
He told not to his friend the sorrow with which 
his heart was heavy, but kept it for himself 
alone. He knew that the time which comes to 
all men, the time to suffer and be silent, had 
come to him likewise ; and he spake no word. 
O well has it been said, that there is no grief 
like the grief which does not speak. 



CHAPTEE III. 

OWL-TOWEBS. 

" Thebb sits the old Frau Himmelhahn, perched 
up in her owl-tower," said the Baron to Flem- 
ming, as they passed along the Hauptstrasse. 
" She looks down through her round eyed spec- 
tacles, from her nest up there, and watches 
every one that goes by. I wonder what mischief 
she is hatching now P Do you know she has 
nearly ruined your character in townP She 
says you have a rakish look, because you carry a 
cane, and your hair curls. Your gloves, sisr 
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are a shade too light for a strictlj Tirtaoua 
man." 

" It is Terj kind in her to take such good care 
of mj character, particularly as I am a stranger 
in town. She is, doubtless, learned in uie 
Clothes-Fhilosophj." 

" And ignorant of ereryihing else. She asked 
a friend of mine, the other day, whether Christ 
was a Catholic or a Protestant." 

*' That is really too absurd 1" 

" Not too absurd tb be true. And ignorant as 
she is, she contriyes to do a good deal of mis- 
chief in the course of the year. Why, the wo- 
men already call you Wilhelm Meister." 

" They are at liberty to call me what they 
please. But you, who know me better, know 
that I am something more than they would im- 
ply by the name." 

** ^e says, moreover, that the American wo- 
men sit with their feet out of the window, and 
have no pocket-handkerchiefs." 

" Excellent !" 

They crossed the market-place, and went up 
beneatn the grand terrace into the court-yard of 
the castle. 

** Let us go and sit under the great linden- 
trees that grow on the summit of the Bent 
Tower," said Flemming. " From that point, as 
from a watch-tower, we can look down mto the 
garden, and see the crowd below us." 

" And amuse ourselves, as old Frau Himmel- 
hahn does, at her window in the Hauptstrasse," 
added the Baron. 

The keeper's daughter unlocked for them tiie 
door of the tower, and, climbing the steep stair- 
ease, they seated themselves on a wooden bench 
under the lludeu-trees. 

"How beautifully these trees overgrow ^« 



HYPBBION. 61 

old tower ! And see what a solid mass of ma- 
sonry lies in the great fosse down there, toppled 
from its base by me explosion of a mine 1 It is 
like a rusty helmet, cleft in twain, but still 
crested with towering plmnes !" 

"And what a motley crowd in the warden! 
Philisters and Sons of the Muses ! And there 
goes the venerable Thibaut, taking his evening 
stroll. Do you see him there, with his silver 
hair flowing over his shoulders, and that friendly 
face, which has for so many years pored over the 
Pandects P I assure you, he inspires me with 
awe. And yet he is a merry old man, and loves 
his joke, particxdarly at the expense of Moses 
and other ancient lawgivers." 

Here their attention was diverted by a wild- 
looking person, who passed with long strides 
under the archway in the fosse, right beneath 
them, and disappeared among the bushes. He 
was ill-dressed, nis hair flying in the wind, his 
movements hurried and nervous, and the expres- 
sion of his broad countenance wild, strange, and 

*; Who can that be P" asked Flemming. " He 
strides away indignantly, like one of Ossian's 
ghosts !" 

" A great philosopher, whose name I have for- 
gotten. Truly, a strange owl." 

" He looks like a lion with a hat on." 

" He is a mystic, who reads Schubert's History 
of the Soul, and lives, for the most part, in the 
clouds of the Middle Ages. To hun the spirit- 
world is still open. He believes in the transmi- 
CTation of souls, and I dare say is now following 
uie spirit of some departed Mend, who has 
taken the form of yonder pigeon." 

" What a strange hallucination ! He lives, I 
suppose, in the land of cloud-shadows. And, r 
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St« ThomaB Aqainfts was said to be lifted up 
from the groaod bf the fenroor <^ hia ^ntyera, 
90, no doubt, ia he, by the ferroiir of hia Tiaioiis." 
** He certainl J appears to ne^ect all aoblmiazy 
things ; and« to judge from certain appearanoea, 
since jou seem fond of holjr simlhtudea, one 
would saj» that like St. Serapion the Sindonite, 
he had but one shirt. Tet, what cares he P he 
lives in that poetic dream-land of his thoughts, 
and clothes nimself in poetry.'* 
" He is a poet, then, as well as a philosopher P*' 
" Yes ; but a poet who never writes a line. 
There is nothinjg m nature to which his imagina- 
tion does not give a poetic hue. But the power 
to make others see these objects in the same 
poetic light is wanting. Still he is a man of fine 
powers and feelings ; for next to being a great 

goet, is the power of understanding one, — of 
nding one's self in him, as we Grermans saj." 
Three figures, dressed ii^ black, now came 
from one of the ereen alleys, and stopped on the 
brink of a little lountain, tnat was playmg among 
the gay flowers in the garden. The eldest of the 
throe was a woman in that season of life, when 
the early autumn gives to the summer leaves a 
warmer glow, yet fades them not. Though the 
mother of many children, she was still beautifrd; 
resembling those trees which blossom in October, 
when the leaves are changing, and whose fruit 
and blossom are on the branch at once. At her 
side was a girl of some sixteen years, who seemed 
to loan upon her arm for support. Her figure 
was slight ; her countenance oeautifril, though 
deadly white; and her meek eyes like the flower 
of the nightshade, pale and blue, but sending 
forth golden rays. They were attended by a 
tall youth, of roreign aspect, who seemed a 
*ng Antinous, with a moustache and a nose 



HYFEXION. 63 

^ la Kosciusko. In other respects a perfect hero 
of romance. 

"Unless mine eyes deceive me," said the 
Baron, " there ifl the Frau von Ilmenau, with 
her pale daughter Emma, and that eternal Polish 
count. He is always hovering about them, play- 
ing the imhappj e^ole, merely to excite that poor 
girl's sympathies ; and as wretched as genius and 
wantonness can make him." 

** Why, he is already married, you know," re- 
plied Flemming. " And his wife is young and 
beautiful." 

'' That does not prevent him from being in 
love with some one else. That question was de- 
cided in the Courts of Love in the Middle Ages. 
Accordingly, he has sent his fair wife to War- 
saw. But how pale the poor child looks !" 

'' She has just recovered from severe illness. 
In the winter, you know, it was thought she 
would not live from hour to hour." 

" And she has hardly recovered from that 
disease, before she seems threatened with a worse 
one ; namely, a hopeless passion. However, 
people do not die of love now-a-days." 

" Seldom, perhaps," said Flemming ; " and 
yet it is folly to pretend that one ever wholly 
recovers from a disappointed passion. Sucn 
wounds always leave a scar. Tnere are faces I 
can never look upon without emotion. There 
are names I can never hear spoken without al- 
most starting." 

" But whom have we here P" 

" That is the French poet Quinet, with his fair 
German wife, one of the most interesting women 
I ever knew. He is the author of a very wild 
Mystery, or dramatic prose-poem, in which the 
Ocean, Mont-Blanc, ana the Cathedral of Stras- 
burg have parts to play ; and the saints on the 
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stained windows of the minBter sneak, and the 
statues and dead kings enact the Dance of 
Death. It is entitled Ahasueros, or the Wan- 
dering Jew." 

"Or, as the Danes wotdd translate it, the 
Shoemaker of Jerusalem. That would be a still 
more fantastic title for his fantastic book. You 
know I am no great admirer of the modem 
French school of writers. The tales of Paul de 
Kock seem to me like obscene stories told at din- 
ner tables. It has been truly said of him, that 
he is not only populaire, but populcuner ; and 
rather harshly of George Sand and Victor Hugo, 
that their works stand like fortifications, well 
built, and well supplied with warlike munitions ; 
but ine£fectual against the Grrand Army of God, 
which marches onward, as if nothing had hap- 
pened. In surveying a national literature, the 
point you must start from is national character. 
That lets you into many a secret. The most 
prominent trait in the French character is lOve 
of amusement and excitement, and " 

"I should say, rather, the fear of ennui," 
interrupted Flemming. "Some one has said, 
with a great deal of truth, that ' the gentry of 
France rush into Paris to escape from ennui, as, 
in the noble days of chivalry, the defenceless 
inhabitants of the champaign ned into the castles, 
at the approach of some plundering knight, or 
lawless baron, forsaking the inspired twilight of 
their native groves for the luxurious shines of 
the royal gardens.' What do you think of 
that P" 

The Baron replied, with a smile : — 

" There is oxuy one Paris ; and out of Paris 
there is no salvation for decent people." 

Thus conversing of many things, sat the two 
friends under the linden-trees on the Eent 
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Tower, till gradnall j the crowd disappeared from 
the garden, and the objects aronna them grew 
indistinct in the fading twilight. Between mem 
and the amber-coloured western sky, the dense 
foliage of the trees looked heavy and hard, as if 
cast in bronze ; and already the evening stars 
hnn^'like silver lamps in the towering branches 
of that Tree of Life, bronj^ht more than two 
centuries ago from its pnmeval paradise in 
America, to beautify the gardens of the Pala- 
tinate. 

** I take a mournful pleasure in gazing at that 
tree," said Flemming, as they rose to depart. 
" It stands there so straight and tall, with iron 
bands around its noble trunk and limbs, in silent 
maiest^r, or whispering only in its native tongue, 
and freighting the homeward wind with sighs ! 
It reminds me of some captive monarch of a 
savage tribe, brought over tne vast ocean for a 
show, and chained in the public market-place of 
the city, disdainfully silent, or breathing only in 
melandioly accents a prayer for his native forest, 
a longing to be free." 

" Ma^iificent !" cried the baron. " I always 
experience something of the same feeling when 
I walk through a conservatory. The luxuriant 
plants of the tropics, — ^those illustrious exotics, 
with their gorgeous flamingo-coloured blossoms, 
and great flapping leaves, like elephant's ears, — 
have a singular working upon my imagination, 
and remind me of a menagerie and wild beasts 
kept in cages. But your illustration is finer; 
indeed, a grand figure. Put it down for an epic 
poem." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A BSER SCANDAL. 

On their way homeward, Flemming and the 
Baron passed through a narrow lane, in which 
was a well known Studenten-Kneipe. At the 
door stood a young man, whom the Baron at 
once recognised as his friend Von Kleist. He 
was a student, and universally acknowledg^ed, 
among his youn^ acquaintance, as a " deyuish 
handsome fellow ; ' notwithstanding a tremendous 
scar on his cheek, and a cream-coloured mous- 
tache, as soft as the silk of Indian com. In 
short, he was a renowner, and a duelist. 

" What are you doing here. Von Kleist P" 

"Ah, my dear Baron! is it youP Come in; 
come in. You shall see some sport. A Fox- 
Commerce is on foot, and a regular Beer- Scan- 
dal." 

" Shall we go in, Flemming P" 

" Certainly. I should like to see how these 
things are managed in Heidelberg. You are a 
baron, and I am a stranger. It is of no conse- 
quence what you and I do, as the king's fool, 
AngeU, said to the poet Bautru, ur^g him to 
put on his hat at the royal dinner-table. ' 

William Lilly, the astrologer, says, in his Au- 
tobiography, that, when he was committed to the 
guar(&oom in Whitehall, he thought hunself in 
Hell ; for " some were sleeping, others swearing, 
others smoking tobacco, and in the chimney of 
the room there were two bushels of broken to- 
bacco pipes, and almost half a load of ashes." 
What lie would have thought, if he had peeped 
into this Heidelberg Studenten-Kneipe, I know 
not. He certainly would not have thought him« 
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self in heaven, unless it were a Scandinavian 
heaven. The windows were open; and yet so 
dense was the atmosphere with the smoke of to* 
baooo and the ftimes of beer, that the tallow can- 
dles burnt but dimly. A crowd of stadents were 
sitting at three long tables, in the large hall ; a 
medley of fellows, known at German Universi- 
ties under the cant names of Old-Ones, Mossy- 
Heads, Princes of Twilight, and Pomatum- Stal- 
lions. They were smoking, drinking, singing, 
screaming, and discussing the great laws of the 
Broadstone and the Gutter. They had a great 
deal to say, likewise, about Besens, and Zooels, 
and Poussades ; and, if they had been chareed 
for the noise they made, as travellers used to oe, 
in the old Dutch taverns, they would have had 
a longer bill to pay for that than for their beer. 

In a large arm-chair, upon the middle table, 
sat one of mose distinguished individuals, known 
among German students as a Senior, or Leader 
of a Landsmannschaft. He was booted and 
spurred, and wore a very small crimson cap, and 
a very tight blue jacket, and very long hair, and 
a very oirty shirt. He was President of the 
night ; and as Flemming entered the hall with 
the Baron and his friend, striking upon the table 
with a mighty broadsword, he cried in a loud 
voice— 

" Silentium !" 

At the same moment, a door at the end of the 
hall was thrown open, and a procession of new . 
comers, or Nasty-Foxes, as they are called in the 
college dialect, entered two by two, looking wild, 
and green, and foolish. As they came forward, 
they were obliged to pass under a pair of naked 
swords, held crosswise by two Old-Ones, who, 
with pieces of burnt cork, made an enormous 
pair of moustaches on the smooth, rosy cheeks 
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of each, as he passed beneath this arch of tri- 
umph. While the procession wob entering the 
half, the President hfted np his yoice again, and 
began to sin^ the well known Fox-song, in the 
chorus of which all present joined hastily : — 

What comes there from the hiU ? 
What comes there from the hill ? 
What comes there from the leathery hill ? 

Sa! Sa! 

Leathery hill ! 
What comes there from the hiU ? 

It is a Postillioii ! 
It is a Postillion ! 
It is a leathery Postillion ! 

Sa! Sa! 

PosUUion I 
It is a Postillion ! 

What brings the Postillion ? 
What brings the PostiUion ? 
What brings the leathery Postillion ? 

Sa! Sal 

PostiUion ! 
What brings the Postillion ? 

He bringeth us a Fox ! 
He bringeth us a Fox ! 
He bringeth us a leathery Fox ! 

Sa! Sa! 

Leathery Fox ! 
He bringeth us a Fox ! 

Tour serrant, Masters mine ! 
Your servant. Masters mine ! 
Your servant, muck honoured Masters mine! 

Sa! Sa! 

Much honoured Masters mine ! 
Your servant. Masters mine ! 

How does the Herr Papa ? 
How does the Horr Papa ? 
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How does the leathery Herr Papa ? 

Sa! Sa! 

Herr Papa ! 
How does the Herr Papa ? 

He reads in Cicero ! 
He reads in Cicero ! 
He reads in leathery Cicero ! 

Sa! Sa! 

Cicero ! 
He reads in Cicero ! 

How does the Fran Mamma ? 
How does the Fran Mamma ? 
How does the leathery Frau Mamma ? 

Sa! Sal 

Frau Mamma ! 
How does t^e Frau Mamma ? 

She makes the Papa tea ! 

She makes the Papa tea ! 

She makes the Papa leathery tea ! 

Sa! Sa! 

Leathery tea ! 
She makes the Papa tea ! 

How does the Mamsell Sceur ? 
How does the Mamsell Sceur ? 
How does the leathery Mamsell Sceur ? 

Sa! Sa! 

Mamsell Soeur ! 
How does the Mamsell Soeur ? 

She knits the Papa stockings 1 

She knits the Papa stockings ! 

She knits the Papa leathery stockings ! 

Sa! Sa! 

Leathery stockings ! 
She knits the Papa stockings ! 

How does the Herr Rector ? 
How does the Herr Rector ? 
How does the leathery Herr Rector ? 
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Sa! Sa! 
Herr Rector ! 
How does the Herr Rector ? 

He calls the scholar, Boy ! 
He calls the scholar, Boy ! 
He calls the scholar, leathery Boy ! 

Sa! Sa! 

Leathery Boy I 
He calls the scholar. Boy ! 

And smokes the Fox tobacco ? 
And smokes the Fox tobacco ? 
And smokes the leathery Fox tobacco ! 

Sa! Sa! 

Fox tobacco 1 
And smokes the Fox tobacco ; 

A little, Masters mine ! 
A little. Masters mine ! 
A little, much honoured Masters mine ! 

Sa! Sa! 

Much honoured Masters mine ! 
A little. Masters mine ! 

Then let him fill a pipe ! 
Then let him fill a pipe ! 
Then let him fill a leathery pipe ! 

Sa! Sa! 

Leathery pipe ! 
Then let him iH. a pipe ! 

O Lord ! it makes me sick \ 

Lord ! it makes him sick ! 

O Lord ! it makes me leathery sick ! 

Sa! Sa! 

Leathery sick ! 
Lord ! it makes me sick ! 

Then let him throw it off! 
Then let him throw it off! 
Then let him throw it leathery off! 
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Sa! Sa! 
Leatheiy off! 
Then let him throw it off! 

Now I again am well ! 
Now he again is well ! 
Now I again am leathery well ! 

Sa! Sa! 

Leathery well I 
Now I again am well ! 

So grows the Fox a Bunch ! 
So grovrs the Fox a Bunch ! 
So grows the leathery Fox a Bunch ! 

Sa! Sa! 

Fox a Bunch ! 
So grows the Fox a Bursch ! 

At lenstli the song was finished. Meanwhile, 
large toils and strips of paper had been twisted 
into the hair of the BranHers, as those are called 
who have been already one term at the Uniyersity, 
and then at a given signal were set on fire, and 
the Branders rode round the table on chairs, amid 
roars of langhter. When this ceremony was 
completed, the President rose, and in a solemn 
voice pronounced a long discourse, in which old 
college jokes were mingled with much parental 
advice to young men on entering life, and the 
whole was prorasely garnished with select pas- 
sages from the Old Testament. Then they all 
seated themselves at the table, and the heavy 
beer-drinking set in, as among the Gods and 
Heroes of the old Northern mytnoloffy. 

"Brander! Brander!" screamea a youth, 
whose face was hot and flushed with supper and 
with beer ; " Brander, I say ! Thou art a Doc- 
tor ! No— a Pope ; — ^thou art a Pope, by — !" 

These words were addressed to a paXe, quiet- 
looking person, who sat opposite, and was ousy 
in making a wretched shaved poodle sit on his 
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hind legs in a chair b^ his master's side, and hold 
a short claj pipe in his mouth ; a performance to 
which the poodle seemed nowise inclined. 

" Thou art challenged !" replied the pale stu- 
dent, turning from his dog, who dropped the 
pipe from his mouth, and leaped under the table. 

Seconds were chosen on the spot; and the 
arms ordered, namely, six mighty goblets, or 
bassglaser, filled to the brim with foaming beer. 
Three were placed before each duellist. 

" Take your weapons !" cried one of the 
seconds, and each of the combatants seized a 
goblet in his hand. 

"Strike!" 

And the glasses rang, with a salutation like 
the crossing of swords. 

" Set to !'• 

Each set the goblet to his lips. 

" Out !" 

And each poured the contents down his throat, 
as if he were pouring them through a tunnel into 
a beer barrel. The other two glasses followed in 
quick succession, hardly a long breath drawn be- 
tween. The pale student was victorious — ^he was 
first to drain the third goblet. He held it for a 
moment inverted, to let the last drops fall out, 
and then placing it quietly on the table, looked 
his antagonist in the face, and said — 

" Hit !" 

Then, with the greatest coolness, looking tmder 
the table he whistled for his dog. His antogonist 
stopped midway in his third ^ass. Every vein 
in ms forehead, seemed burstmg, his eyes were 
wild and bloodshot, his hand gradually loosened 
its hold upon the table, and he sank and rolled 
together like a sheet of lead. He was drunk. 

At this moment a majestic figure came stalk- 
ing down the table, ghost-like, &rough the dim, 



HYFEBIOV, 73 

smoky atmosphere. His coat was off, Ids neck 
bare, his hair wild, his eyes wide open, and look- 
ing straight before him, as if he saw some beckon- 
ing hand in the air that others conld not see. 
His left hand was upon his hip, and in his ri^ht 
he held a drawn sword extended, and pointing 
downward. E^gardless of every one, erect, and 
with a martial stride, he marched directly alone 
the centre of the table, croshmg g'lasses and 
OTerthrowing bottles at eyery step, ^e stndents 
shrank back at his approach ; till at length one, 
more intoxicated, or more courageous than the 
rest, dashed a glass ftdl of beer into his face. A 
general tumult ensued, and the student with the 
sword leaped to the floor. It was Von Kleist. 
He was renowning it. In the midst of the up- 
roar could be distmguished the offensiye words — 

*' Arrogant ! Absurd I Impertinent ! Drmmier 
Jtinge !" 

von Xleist went home that night with no less 
than six duels on his hands. He fought them all 
out in as man^ days, and came off with only a 
gafih through his upper lip, and another throiigh 
his right eyelid, from a dexterous Suabian 
Schlager. 



CHAPTEE V. 

THE WHITS lady's SLIPPER AND THE PASSION 

FLOWEB. 

That night Emma of Dmenau went to her 
chamber with a heavy heart, and her dusW eyes 
were troubled with tears. She was one of those 
gentle beings who seem created only to love and 
to be loved. A shade of melancholy softened 
her character. She shunned the glare of day- 
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light and of society, and wished to be alone. 
Like the evening primrose, her heart opened onl j 
after sunset, but bloomed through the dark night 
with sweet fraeranoe. Her mother, on the con- 
trary, flauntea in the garish light of society. 
There was no sympathy between them. Their 
souls neyer approached, neyer understood each 
other, and words were often spoken which wounded 
deeply. And tiierefore Emma of Dmenau went 
to her chamber that night with tears in her eyes. 

She was followed by her French chamber 
maid, Madeleine, a natiye of Strasburg, who had 
grown old in the family. In her youth she had 
been poor, — and virtuous, because she had never 
been tempted ; and, now that she had ^rown old, 
and seen no immediate reward for her virtue, as is 
usual with weak minds, she despaired of Provi- 
dence, and regretted she had never been tempted. 
Whilst this unfortunate personage was lighting 
the wax tapers on the toilet, and drawing the 
bed-curtains, and tattling about the room, £mma 
threw herself into an arm-chair, and, crossing 
her hands in her lap, and letting her head fall 
upon her bosom, seemed lost in a oream. 

" Why have these gentle feelings been given 
me P" said she in her heart. " Why have I oeen 
bom with all these warm affections, these ardent 
longings after what is good, if they lead only to 
sorrow and disappointment P I would love some 
one—love him once and for ever — devote myself 
to him alone — live for him— <lie for him — exist 
alone in him ! But, alas ! in all this wide world 
there is none to love me as I would be loved — none 
whom I may love as I am capable of loving. 
How emp ty, now desolate, seems ihe world about 
me! Why has !Qeaven ^ven me these affec- 
tions, only to fall and fade r" 

Alas I poor child I thou too must learn, like 
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others, that the sublime mystery of ProYidence 
^oes on in silence, and f^yes no explanation of 
Itself^— no answer to onr impatient questionings ! 

" Bless me, child, what ails you?" exclaimed 
Madeleine, perceiving that Emma paid no atten- 
tion to her idle gossip. " When I was of your 
age " 

"Do not talk to me now, good Madeleine. 
Leave me, I wish to be alone !" 

"Well, here is something," continued the 
maid, taking a billet &om her bosom, " which I 
hope will enliven you. When I was of your 
age " 

" Hush ! hush !" said Emma, taking the billet 
from the hard hand of Madeleine. " Once more 
I beg you, leave me ! I wish to be alone !" 

Madeleine took the lamp -and retired slowly, 
wishing her youngmistress many good nights 
and rosy dreams, ^mma broke the seal or the 
note. As she read, her face became deadly vale, 
and then, as quick as thought, a crimson blush 
gleamed on her cheek, and her hands trembled. 
Tenderness, pity, love, offended pride, t^e weak- 
ness and dignity of a woman were all mingled in 
her look, cnaiigins and passing over her fine 
countenance like cWd-shadows. She sui^ back 
in her chair, covering her face with her hands, 
as if she would hide it from herself and Heaven. 

" He loves me !" said she to herself; " loves 
me ! and is married to another, whom he loves 
not ! and dares to tell me this ! O, never, — 
never, — ^never ! And yet he is so friendless and 
alone in this unsympathising world, — and an 
exile, and homeless I I can but pity him — ^yet 1 
hate him, and will see him no more i" 

lliis short reverie of love and hate was broken 
by the sound of a clear, mellow voice, which, in 
the universal stillness of the hour, seemed almost 

E 2 
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like the voice of a spirit. It was a voice, without 
the accompaniment of any instrnment, singing 
those sweet lines of Goethe 



** Under the tree-tops is quiet now ; 
In all the woodlands hearest thou 

Not a sound ! 
The little birds are asleep in the trees ; 
Wait ! wait ! and soon, like these, 

Sleepest thou !" 

Emma knew the voice, and started. She 
rushed to the window to close it. It was a beau^ 
tiM night, and the stars were shining peaceftdly 
over the mountain of All-Saints. The sound of 
the Neckar was soft and low ; nightingales were 
singing among the brown shadows of the woods ; 
the lar^e red moon shone, like a ruby, in the 
horizons ample ring; and golden threads of 
light seemed braided t^ether with the rippling 
current of the river. 1^ and spectral stood the 
white statues on the bridge. The outlines of the 
hills, the castle, the arches of the bridge, and 
the spires and roofs of the town were as strongly 
marked as if cut out of pasteboard. Amid uus 
fairy scene, a little boat was floating silently down 
the stream. Emma closed the wmdow hastily, 
and drew the curtains close. 

" I hate him ; and yet I will pray for him,** 
said she, as she laid her weary head upon that 
pillow, from which, but a few months before, she 
thought she should never raise it again. "O, 
that I had died then ! I dare not love him, but 
I will pray for him !** 

Sweet child! If the face of the deceiver 
comes so often between thee and Heaven, I 
tremble for thy fate! The plant that sprang 
from Helen's tears destroyed serpents; would 
that from thine might spring up heart*s-ease, — 
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some plimt, at least, to destroy the serpents in 
thy bosom ! Believe me, upon the margin of 
celestial streams alone those smiples grow which 
cure the heart-ache : 

And this the silent stars beheld, looking down ■ 
from Heaven, and told it not again. This, like- 
wise, the Frau Himmelhahn beheld, looking 
from her chamber window, and was not so dis- 
creet as the silent stars. 



CHAPTER VI. 

GLIMPSES INTO CLOUD-LAND. 

" Thebb are many things which, having no cor- 

Eoreal evidence, can be perceived and compre- 
ended only by the discursive energies of reason. 
Hence the ambiguous nature of matter can be 
comprehended only by adulterated opinion. 
Matter is the principle of all bodies, and is 
stamped with the impression of forms. Fire, 
air, and water derive their origin and principle 
from the scalene triangle. But the earth was 
created from right-angled triangles, of which two 
of the sides are equal. The sphere and the 
pyramid contain in themselves the figure of £re; 
but the octaedron was destined to be the figure 
of air, and the icosaedron of water. The right- 
angled isosceles triangle produces from itself a 
square, and the square generates from itself the 
cube, which is the figure peci^ar to earth. But 
the figure of a beaunful and perfect sphere was 
imparted to the mostbeautifrLl and per&ct world, 
that it might be indigent of nothing, but contain 
all things, embracing and comprehending them 
in itself and thus might be excellent and admi- 
rable, similar to and m concord with itself, ever 
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moTinff mnsicallj and melodiously. If I use a 
novel language, excuse me. As Apuleius Bays, 
pardon must be granted to novel^ of words, 
when it serves to illustrate the obscurity of 
thinjgs.*' 

These words came £tom the lips of the lion-like 
philosopher who has been noticed before in these 
pages. He was sitting with Flemming, smoking 
a long pipe. As the Saron said, he was indeed 
a strange owl ; for the owl is a grave bird, — a 
monk, who chants midnight mass in the great 
temple of Nature, — an anchorite — a pillar saint 
— the very Simeon Slylites of his neighbourhood. 
Such, likewise, was the nhilosophicu Professor. 
Solitary, but with a mignty current, flowed the 
river oi his life, like the ifile, without a tributary 
stream, and making fertile only a single strip in 
the vast desert. His temperament had been in 
youth a joyous one ; and now, amid all his sor- 
rows and privations, for he had many, he looked 
upon the world as a glad, bright, glorious world. 
On the many joys of life he gazed still with the 
eyes of childhood, from the far- gone Fast up- 
ward, trusting, hoping, — and upon its sorrows 
with the eyes of age, from the distant Future 
downward, triumphant, not despairing. He loved 
solitude, and silence, and canole-lignt, and the 
deep midnight. " For," said he, " iAhe morning 
hours are the wings of the day, I only fold them 
about me to sleep more sweetly ; knowing that, 
at its other extremity, the day, like the fowls of 
the air, has an epicurean morsel — a parson's nose; 
and on this oily midnight my spirit revels and is 
glad." 

Such was the Professor, who had been talking 
in a half-intelligible strain for two hours or more. 

1 Baron had fallen fast asleep in his chair; 
"^lemming sat listening with excited imagin- 
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ation, and the Professor oontinaed in the fol- 
lowing words, which, to the best of his listener's 
memoir, seemed cleaned here and there from 
Fichte s Destiny of Man, and Schubert's History 
of the Sold : 

" Life is one and nnirersal ; its forms, many 
and indiyidnal. Thronghout this beantifld and 
wonderfol creation there is never-ceasing motion, 
without rest by night or daTi ever waving to and 
fro. Swifter than a weaver s shuttle it flies from 
Birth to Death, from Death to Birth ; &om tiie 
beginning seeks the end, and finds it not, for the 
seeming end is only a dim beginning of a new 
out-going and endeavour after the end. As the 
ice upon the mountain, when the warm breath of 
the summer sun breathes upon it, melts, and 
divides into drops, each of which reflects an image 
of the sun ; so life, in the smile of Gk>d'8 love, 
divides 
it and 

these forms, the highest and most perfect in its 
God-likeness is the human soul. The vast cathe- 
dral of Nature is full of holy scriptures, and 
shapes of deep, mysterious meaning ; but all is 
solitary and silent there; no bending knee, no 
uplifted eye, no lip adoring, praying. Into this 
vast cathedral comes the human soiu, seeking its 
Creator ; and the universal silence is chang^ to 
sound, and the sound is harmonious, and has a 
meaning, and is comprehended and felt. It was 
an ancient saying of the Persians, that the waters 
n^h from the mountains and hurry forth into all 
the lands to find the Lord of the Earth *, and the 
flame of the Are, when it awakes, gazes no more 
upon the ground, but mounts heavenward to seek 
the Lord of Heaven; and here and there the 
Earth has built the ^eat watch-towers of the 
mountains, and they hfb their heads far up into 



8 itself into separate forms, each bearing in 
reflecting an image of God's love. Of all 
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the sky, and gaze erer upward and atoond, to see 
if the tfudge of the World comes not. Thus in 
Nature herself, without man, there lies a waitings 
and hoping, a looking and yearning, after an un- 
known somewhat. Yes : when, above there* 
where the mountain lifts its head oyer all others, 
that it may be alone with the clouds and storms 
of Heaven, the lonely eagle looks forth into the 

ry dawn, to see if the day comes not ; when 
the mountain torrent the brooding raven 
listens to hear if the chamois is retummg from 
his nightly pasture in the vaUey ; and when the 
soon uprising sun calls out the spicy odours of 
the thousand flowers, the Alpine flowers, with 
heaven's deep blue, and the blush of sunset on 
their leaves, — ^then there awake in Nature, and 
tihe soul of man can see and comprehend Uiem, 
an expectation and a longing for a future revela- 
tion of God's majesty. They awake, also, when, 
in the fullness of life, field and forest rest at 
noon, and through the stillness are heard only 
the song of the grasshopper and the hum of the 
bee ; and when at evening the singing lark up 
from the sweet-smelling vineyards rises, or in the 
later hours of night Orion puts on his shining: 
armour, to walk forth into the fields of heaven. 
But in the soul of man alone is this longing 
changed to certainty, and fulfilled. For, lo ! the 
light of the sun ana the stars shines through the 
air, and is nowhere visible and seen ; the planets 
hasten with more than the speed of the storm 
through infinite space, and tneir footsteps are 
not heard; but wnere the sunlight strikes the 
firm surface of the planets, where the storm-wind 
smites the wall of the moimtain cUfl*, there is the 
one seen and the other heard. Hius is the glory 
of God made visible, and may be seen, where in 
*he soul of man it meets its likeness changeless 
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and firm-standing. Thus, then, stands Man ; — 
a mountain on the boundary between two worlds 
—its foot in one, its sxmmiit far-rising into the 
other. From this summit the manifold landscape 
of Hfe is visible, the way of the Past and Ferisn- 
able, which we have left behind ns ; and, as we 
evermore ascend, bright glimpses of the day- 
break of Eternity beyond ns !" 

Flemmmg would fain have interrupted this 
discourse at times, to answer and inquire, but the 
Professor went on, warming and glowing more 
and more. At length there was a short pause, 
and Memmin^ said — 

" All these mdefinite longiugs, these yearnings 
after an unknown somewhat, I have felt and 9u\l 
feel within me ; but not yet their fulfilment." 

" That is because you nave not faith," answer- 
ed the Professor. "The present is an age of 
doubt, and disbelief, and darkness, out of which 
shall arise a clear and bright Hereafter. In the 
second part of Goethe's f aust, there is a mra nd 
and striking scene, where, in the classical w'al- 
purffis Ni^t, on the Pharsalian Plains, the 
modcing Mephistopheles sits down between the 
solenm antique Sphinxes, and boldly questions 
them, and reads meir riddles. The red light of 
innumerable watch-fires glares round about, and 
shines upon the terrible face of the arch-scofier ; 
while on either side, severe, majestic, solemnly 
serene, we behold the gigantic forms of the chil- 
dren of ChimsBra, half Duried in the earth, their 
mild eyes gazing fixedly, as if they heard through 
the midnight the swift-rushing wings of tne 
Stymphaliles, striving to outstrip the speed of 
Alcides' arrows ! Angry Griffins are near them ; 
and not far are Sirens, singing their wondrous 
songs from the rocking branches of the willow 
trees ! Even thus does a scoffing and unbelieving 

£ 3 
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Present sit down between an unknown Future 
and a too-believing Fast, and question and cbal' 
lenge the gigantic forms of Faith, half buried in 
the sands of Time, and gazing forward stedfastlj 
into the night, while sounds of anger and yoiceis 
of delight alternate yex and soothe the ear of 
man ! But the time will come, when the soul of 
man shall return again childlike and trustful to 
its faith in God, and look God in the face and 
die ; for it is an old saying, Aill of deep, myste- 
rious meaning, that he must die who hath looked 
upon a God. And this is the fate of the soul, 
that it should die continually. 'No sooner here 
on earth does it awake to its peculiar being, than 
it struggles to behold and comprehend the Spirit 
of Life. In the first dim twilight of its exist- 
ence it beholds this spirit, is pervaded b}r its en* 
ergiesi — ^is quick and creative like the spirit itself, 
and yet slumbers away into death after having 
seen it. But the image it has seen remains ; in 
the eternal procreation, as a homogeneal exist- 
ence, is agam renewed ; and the seeming death, 
from moment to moment, becomes the source of 
kind after kind of existences in ever-ascending 
series. The soul aspires ever onward to love and 
to behold. It sees the image more perfect in the 
brightening twilight of the dawn, in the ever 
higher-nsing sun. It sleeps again, dying in the 
clearer vision ; but the image seen remains as a 
permanent kind ; and the slumberer awakes anew 
and ever higher after its own imag[e, till at length, 
in the full blaze of noon-day, a bemg comes forth, 
which, like the easle, can behold the sun and die 
not. Then both live on, even when this bodily 
element, the mist and vapour through which the 
young eagle gazed, dissolves and falls to earth." 
" 1 am not sure that I understand you," said 
"^ — ming, " but if I do, you mean to say, that 
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as the body oonliniially changes and takes unto 
itself new properties, and is not the same to-day as 
yesterday, sohkewise thesoul lays aside itsidiosyn- 
cracies, and is changed by acquiring new powers, 
and thus may be said to die. And hence, pro- 
perly speaking, the soul lives always in the Jrre- 
sent, and has, and can have, no Future ; for the 
Future becomes the Present, and the soul that 
then lives in me is a higher and more perfect 
soul ; and so onward for evermore." 

" I mean what I say," continued the Professor, 
" and can find no more appropriate language to 
express my meaning than tnat which I have used. 
But, as I said before, pardon must be granted to 
the novelty of words, when it serves to illustrate 
the obscurity of things. And I think you will 
see clearly m>m what I have said, that this earthly 
life, when seen hereafter from Heaven, will seem 
like an hour passed long ago, and dimly remem- 
bered ; — ^that, long, laborious, full of ioys and 
sorrows as it is, it will then have dwinmed down 
to a mere point, hardly visible to the far-reachins 
ken of the disembomed spirit. But the spirit 
itself soars onward. And thus death is neither 
an end nor a beginning. It is a transition not 
from one existence to another, but from one state 
of existence to another. No link is broken in 
the chain of being, any more than in passing from 
infancy to manhood, from manhood to old age. 
There are seasons of reverie and deep abstrac- 
tion, which seem to me analogous to death. The 
soul gradually loses its consciousness of what is 
passing around it, and takes no longer cognizance 
of objects which are near. It seenis for the mo- 
ment to have dissolved its connexion with the 
body. It has passed as it were into another state 
of Deing. It lives in another world. It has 
ilpwii over lands and seas ; and holds communion 
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with those it loves, in distant regions of the eorikp 
and the more distant heayen. It sees familiar 
faces, and hears beloved voices, which to the 
bodily senses are no longer visible and audible. 
And this liJcewise is deaui ; save that, when we 
die, the soul returns no more to the dwelling it 
has left." 

" You seem to take it for granted," interrupted 
Flemming, " that in our reveries the soul really 
goes out of the body into distant places, instead 
of summoning up tneir semblance witlun itself 
by the power of memory and imagination." 

" Something I must take for granted," replied 
the Professor. " We will not £scuss that point 
now. I speak not without forethought. Just 
observe wnat a glorious thing human life is, 
when seen in this light ; and how glorious man's 
destiny. I am ; thou art ; he is ! seems but a 
schoolboy's conjugation ; but therein lies a mys- 
terious meaning. We behold all round about us 
one vast union, in which no man can labour for 
himself without labourine[ at the same time for 
all others ; a glimpse of truth, which by the 
universal harmony of things becomes an inward 
benediction, and lifts the soul mightily upward. 
Still more so, when a man regards himseu as a 
necessary member of this union. The feeling of 
our dignity and our power grows strong, wnen 
we say to ourselves, My being is not objectless 
and in vain ; I am a necessary link in the great 
chain, which, from the ftill development or con* 
sciousness in the first man, reaches forward into 
eternity. All the great, and wise, and good 
among mankind, all the benefactors of the human 
race, whose names I read in the world's history, 
and the still greater number of those whose good 
deeds have outlived their names, — all those have 
laboured for me. I have entered into their htas 
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▼est. I walk the green earth which they inha- 
bited. I tread in their footstens, fronoi which 
blessings erow. I can nndertaKe the sublime 
task mien they once undertook, the task ol 
making our common brotherhood wiser and 
happier. I can build forward, where Uiey were 
fonSdd to leave off ; and bring nearer to perfec- 
tion the great edifice which they left uncompleted. 
And at length I, too, must leave it, and so nenoe. 
O, this is the sublimest thought of all! I can 
never finish the noble task ; therefore, so sure as 
this task is my destiny, I can never cease to 
work, and consequently never cease to be. What 
men call death cannot break off this task, whidi 
is never-ending ; consequently no neriod is set 
to my being, and I am eternal. I lift my head 
boldly to tl^ threatening mountain-peaks, and to 
the roaring cataract, and to the storm-clouds 
swimming m the fire-sea overhead, and say — ^I 
am eternal, and defy your power ! Break, break 
over me ! and thou Earth, and thou Heaven, 
mingle in the wild tumult! and ye Elements, 
foam and rage, and destroy this atom of dust — 
tlus body, T^ch I call mine ! My will alone, 
wiih. its nxed purpose, shall hover brave and tri- 
umphant ever the ruins of the xmiverse : for I 
have comprehended my destiny, and it is more 
durable than ye ! It is eternal ; and I, who 
recognise it, I likewise am eternal I Tell me, my 
firiend, have you no faith in this P" 

" I have," answered Flemming, and there was 
another pause. He then said — 

" I have listened to you patiently and without 
interruption. Now listen tome. You complain 
of the scepticism of the age. This is one form 
in which the philosophic spirit of the age pre- 
sents itself. Let me tell you, that another form 
which it assumes is that of poetic reverie. Plato 



86 HYPEEIOK. 

of old had dreams like these, and the Mystics of 
the Middle Ages ; and still their disciples walk 
in the cloud-land and dream-land of this poetic 
philosophy. Pleasant and cool upon their souls 
lie the shadows of the trees luider which Plato 
taught. From their whispering leaves comes 
waited across the noise of popmous centuries a 
solemn and mysterious sound, which to them is 
the voice of tne Soul of the World. AU nature 
has become spiritualised and transfigured ; and, 
rapt in beautiful, vague dreams of the real and 
the ideal, they live inuiis green world, like the little 
child in the Crerman tale, who sits by the margin 
of a woodland lake, and hears the blue heaven 
and the branches overhead dispute with their 
reflection in the water, which is the reality and 
which the image. I willingly confess that such 
day-dreams as these appesi strongly to my ima- 
gination. Visitants and attendants are tney of 
mose lofty souls, which, soaring ever higher and 
higher, build themselves nests under uxe very 
eaves of the stars, forgetful that they cannot live 
on air, but must descend to earth for food. Yet 
I recognise them as day-dreams only ; as sha- 
dows, not substantial tnings. What I mainly 
dislike in the New Philosophy, is the cool imper- 
tinence with which an old idea, folded in a lnew 
garment, looks you in the face and pretends not 
to know you, though you have been familiar 
friends from childhood. I remember an English 
author, who, in speaking of your German philo- 
sophies, says very wisely — * Oflen, a proposition 
of inscrutable and dread aspect, when resolutely 
grappled with, and torn from its shady den, and 
its bristling entrenchments of uncouth termino- 
logy* <^^d dragged forth into the open light of 
day, to be seen by the natural eye and tried by 
naerejy human understanding, proves to be a very 
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harmless truth, familiar to ns irom old, sometimes 
so familiar as to be a truism. Too frequently the 
anxious novice is reminded of Dryden in the 
Battle of the Books ; there is a helmet of rusty 
iron, dark, grim, gigantic ; and within it, at the 
farthest comer, is a head no bigger than a wal- 
nut.' Can you believe that tliese words ever 
came from tne pen of Thomas Carlyle P He has 
himself taken up the imcouth terminolo2Y of 
late, and many j)are, simple minds are much 
offended at it. Tney seem to take it as a per- 
sonal insult. They are angry, and deny the just 
meed of praise. It is, however, hardly worth 
while to lose our presence of mind. Let us 
rather profit as we may, even from this spectacle, 
and recognise the monarch in his masquerade. 
For, hooded and wrapped about with that strange 
and antique garb, there walks a kingly, a most 
royal soul, even as the Emperor Charles walked 
amid solemn cloisters under a monk's cowl — a 
monarch still in soul. Such things are not new 
in the history of the world. Ever and anon they 
sweep over the earth, and blow themselves out 
soon, and then there is quiet for a season, and 
the atmosphere of Trutn seems more serene. 
'Whj would you preach to the windP Why 
reason with thunder-showers P Better sit quiet, 
and see them pass over like a pageant^ cloudy, 
superb, and vast." 

The Professor smiled self-complacently, but 
s&id not a word. Flemming continued : 

"I will add no more than this; — there are 
msoTf speculations in literature, philosophy, and 
religion, which, though pleasant to wait in, and 
lying under the shadow of great names, yet lead to 
no important result. They resemble rather those 
roads m the Western forests of my native land, 
which, though broad and pleasant at first, and 



Winji beneath the shadow of ereat branches, 
oduIt dwindle to a aquirrel-traclc, and ran np a 
tree!'' 

The Professor hardly knew whether he should 
lautth or be offended at this aally ; and, laying 
his hand upon FlenunicK's arm, be said Berionaly, 

" Believe me, my young friend, the time will 
oome when you will think more wisely on these 
thing*. And with yoa, I trnat, that time will 
soon come ; sinoe it mores more speedily with 
some than with others. For what is Time F The 
shadow on the dial, — the striking of the dock, — 

"" " " "' ''^" "id, — day and nigh^ — 

ontha, ye«rs, centuries. 



Uf^ of the l^oul. If not this, then tell me what 

'tht hwh 'and animated tone of voice in 
whiyh tho lV>fe«3cw utter*d these words arouaed 
(ho IWutt tuna his sleep; and, not distinctly 
^•mumtivajiD^ ^jm( ,r„ g^^ [,„( thinking aia 
Vty'&^ia^ tak^ ^KtaH time it was, he innoMntly 

■' t, «hiMUij ttuttk it must be near midiught." 
«!. ^'»«o*h*t disi-oneerted the PmEbbsot, 

*™' ,^■^■■'1 t"!- '- >- --r. ■t^,,■r■.^ ^>i When he 

■ K\s.u,,. mo i;^ iry-»mijj yuur cudrt so txn- 
™TC Hu phil,.»..(>li^v »ao.jTed me twt a littltL 
^r? i*''^^ "^^ »» •'wu. One nwiW thii£ 
11^'** ^j, tWT«»i««(, ^* t*"" «-■». that they 

^ C ^\K^*n "* ^"'T ' "^ "'^^ 
visvEi^ ^-f. ».*v^*w'» Bw^^Janwu* when 1^ 
*• WhuTK.* *P* •« ■» v"^ -rf tho ae^j with 
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day decked itself on my account; the earth 

grew green and bloflsomed to meet me ; at my 

nod, in that first ni^ht, the pomp of all ike stars 

developed itself; who but I set you free from all 

the bonds of Fhilister-like, contracting thoughts P 

I, however, emancipated as my mind assures me 

I am, gladly pursue my inward light, advance 

boldly in a transport peculiarly my own, the 

bright before me, and the dark benind !" — ^Do 

you not see a resemblance F O, they might be 

modest enough to confess, that one straggling 

ray of light may, by some accident, reach the 

blind eyes of even us poor, benighted heathens !" 

" Alas ! how little veneration we have," said 
flemming. " I could not help closing the dis* 
Gussion with a jest. An ill-tmied levity often 
takes me by surprise. On all such occasions I 
think of a scene at the University, where, in the 
midst of a erave discussion on the possibility of 
Absolute Motion, a scholar said he had seen a 
rock split open, from which sprang- a toad, who 
could not be supposed to have any knowledge of 
the external world, and consequently his motion 
must have been absolute. The learned Professor 
who presided on that occasion was hardly more 
startled and astonished than was our learned 
Professor, five minutes ago. But come; wind 
up your watch, and let us ff o to bed." 

" By the way," said me Baron, " did you 
mind what a curious head he has P There are 
two crowns upon it." 

'* That is a sign," replied Flemming, " that he 
will eat his bread in two kingdoms." 

" I think the poor man would be very thank- 
fill," said the Baron, with a smile, "if ne were 
always sure of eating it in one. He is what the 
Transcendentalists call a God-intoxicated man; 
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and I advise liim, as Santeul advised Bossaet to 
go to Patmos, and write a new Apocalypse." 



CHAPTEE Vn. 

MILL-WHEELS AKD OTHEB WHEELS. 

A FEW days after this the Baron received letters 
from his sister, telling him that her physicians 
had prescribed a few weeks at the Baths of 
Ems, and urging him to meet her there before 
the fashionable season. 

*'Come," said he to Flenmiin^, ''make this 
short journey with me. We mil pass a few 
pleasant days at Ems, and visit the other water- 
mg-places of Kassau. It will drive away the 
melancholy day-dreams that haunt you. Perhaps 
some future bride is even now waiting for you, 
with dim presentiments and undefined longmgs, 
at the Serpent's Bath." 

" Or some widow of Ems, with a cork leg 1" 
said Flemming, smiling ; and then added, in a 
tone of voice half jest, half earnest, ** Certainly ; 
let us go in pursuit of her :— 

* Whoe'er she be, 

That not impossible she, 

That shall command my heart and me ; 

Where'er she lie, 

Hidden from mortal eye, 

In shady leaves of destiny.' " 

They started in the afternoon for Frankfort, 
pursuing Uieir way slowly along the lovely 
Bergstrasse. famed throughout Germany for its 
beauty. They passed the ruined house where 
Martin Luther lay concealed after the Diet of 
Worms, and through the village of Handschuh- 
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heimer, as old as the days of King Pepin the 
Short, — a hamlet, lying under the hills, half 
buried in blossoms and green leaves. Close on 
the right rose the mouiiltains of the mysterious 
Odenwald ; and on the left lay the Neckar, like 
a steel bow in the meadow. Farther westward, 
a thin, smoky vapour betrayed the course of the 
Bhine ; beyond which, like a troubled sea, ran 
the blue, billowy Alsatian hills. Song of birds, 
and sound of evening bells, and fragrance of 
sweet blossoms fiUed the air; and silent and 
slow sank the broad red sim, half-hidden amid 
folding clouds. 

" We shaU not pass the night at Weinheim," 
said the Baron to the postinon, who had dis- 
mounted to walk up the hill leading to the town. 
"You may drive to the mill in the valley of 
Birkenau.' 

The postilion seized one of his fat horses by 
the taiC and swung himself up to his seat again. 
They rattled over 9ie paved streets of Weinheim, 
and took no heed of the host of the Gt)lden 
Eagle, who stood so invitingly at the door of his 
own inn ; and the ruins of Surg Windeck, above 
there, on its mountain throne, frowned at them 
for hurrying by, without staying to do him 
homage. 

"The old ruin looks well from the valley,*' 
said the Baron ; ** but let us beware of olimbmg 
that steep lull. Most travellers are like children ; 
they must needs touch whatever they behold. 
They climb up to every old broken tooth of a 
castle which they find on their way ; get a toil- 
some ascent and hot sunshine for their pains, aod 
come down wearied and disappointed. I trust 
we are wiser." 

They crossed the bridge, and turned up the 
stream, passing under an arch of stone, which 
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serves as a gateway to tliis enchanted valley of 
Birkenau. A cool and lovely valley, shut in by 
high hills ; shaded by alder trees and tall 
poplars, under which rushes the Wechsnitz, a 
noisy mountain-brook, that ever and anon puts 
its broad shoulder to the wheel of a null, and 
shows that it can labour as well as lau^h. At 
one of these mills they stopped for the mght. 

A mill forms as characteristic a feature in the 
romantic German landscape, as in the romantic 
Grerman tale. It is not only a null, but likewise 
an alehouse and rural inn ; so that the associa- 
tions it suggests are not of labour only, but also 
of pleasure. It stands in the narrow defile, with 
its picturesque thatched roof; thither throng the 
peasants, of a holiday; and there are rustic 
dances under the trees. 

In the twilight of the fast-approaching summer 
night, the Baron and Flemmmg walked forth 
along the borders of the stream. As they heard 
it, rushing and gushing among the stones and 
tangled roots, ana the great wheel turning in the 
current, with its never-ceasing plash ! plash ! it 
brought to their minds that exquisite, simple 
song of Goethe, the Youth and tne Mill-brook. 
It was for the moment a nymph, which sang to 
them in the voice of the waters. 

" I am persuaded," said Elemming, " that in 
order fully to understand and feel the popular 
poetry of Germany, one must be familiar with 
the German landscape. Many sweet little poems 
are the outbreaks of momentary feelings; — 
words, to which the song of birds, the rustUng 
of leaves, and the gurgle of cool waters form the 
appropriate music. Or perhaps I should say 
they are words which man has composed to the 
music of nature. Can you not, even now, hear 
brooklet telling you how it is on its way to 
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the mill, where at daybreak the miller's daughter 
opens her window, and comes down to bathe her 
face in its stream, and her bosom is so full and 
white, that it kindles the glow of love in the cool 
waters !" 

^'A most delightM ballad, truly," said the 
Baron. " But luce many others of our little 
songs, it requires a poet to feel and understand 
it. Sing them in the yalley and woodland 
shadows, and under the leafy roofs of garden 
walks, and at night, and alone, as they were 
written. Sing them not in the loud world, — ^for 
the loud world laughs such things to scorn. It 
is Miiller who says, in that little song, where the 
maiden bids the moon good evenings 

* This song was made to be sung at night, 
And he who reads it in broad daylight, 
Will never read the mystery right ; 
And yet it is childlike easy I' 

He has written a great many pretty songs, in 
which the momentary, indefinite longings and 
impulses of the soul of man find an expression. 
He calls them the Songs of a Wandering Horn- 
Player. There is one among them much to our 
present purpose. He expresses in it the feeling 
of unrest and desire of motion, which the sight 
and sotind of running waters often produce in 
us. It is entitled * Whither P' and is worth re- 
peating to you. 

* I heard a brooklet gashing 

From its rocky fountain near, 
Down into the valley rushing, 

So fresh and wondrous clear. 

I know not what came o*er me, 

Nor who the counsel gave, 
But I must hasten downward, 

All with my pilgrim-stave. 
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Downward, and ever farther, 

And ever the brook beside ; 
And ever fresher murmured. 

And ever clearer the tide. 

Is this the way I was going ? 

Whither, O brooklet, say ! 
Thou hast, with thy soft murmur ? 

Murmured my senses away. 

What do I say of a murmur ? 

That can no murmur be ; 
Tis the water-nymphs that are singing 

Their roundelays under me. 

Let them sing, my friend, let them murmur, 

And wander merrily near : 
The wheels of a mill are going 

In every brooklet clear.'' 

"There you have the poetic reverie," said 
Flemming, " and the dull prose commentary and 
explanation in matter of fact. The song is pretty, 
and was probably suggested by some such scene 
as this wnich we are now beholding. Doubtless 
all your old national traditions sprang up in the 
popular mind as this song in the poet s.' 

" Your opinion is certainly correct," answered 
the Baron ; " and yet all this play of poetic fancy 
does not prevent me from feeling the chill night 
air and the pangs of hunger. Let us go back to 
the mill, and see what our landlady has lor supper. 
Did you observe what a loud, sharp voice she 
hasP'*^ 

" People always have who live in nulls, and 
near waterfalls." 

On the following morning they emerged un- 
wiUingly from the green, dii^c yalley. aifd jour- 
neyed along the &yel highway to Frankfort, 
where in the evening they heard the glorious 
Don Giovanni of Mozart. Of all operas tiiis was 
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Flemining*s fayonrito. What raptorooB flights 
of BOundT what thrilling, pathetic chimes ! what 
wildy joyous reveliy of passion I what a delirinm 
of sense ! what an expression of agony and woe ! 
all the feelings of suffering ana rejoicing hu- 
manity sympathised with and finding a voice in 
those tones. Flemming and the Baron listened 
with ever-increasing delight. 

"How wonderM this is!" exdauned Flem- 
ming, transported by his feelings. " How the 
chorus swells and dies, like the wmd of summer ! 
How those passages of mysterious import seem 
to wave to and firo, like the swaying branches of 
trees ; from which anon some solitary sweet 
voice darts off like a bird, and floats away and 
revels in the bright, warm sunshine ! And then 
mark ! how, amid the chorus of a hundred voices 
and a hundred instruments, — of flutes, and 
drums, and trumpets, — this universal shout and 
whirlwind of the vexed air, you can so clearly 
distinguish the melancholj vibration of a single 
string touched by the finger, — a mournful, sob- 
bing sound ! An, this is indeed human life ! 
where, in the rushing, noisy crowd, and amid 
sounds of gladness, and a thousand mingling 
emotions, distinctly audible to the ear of thought, 
are the pulsations of some melancholy string of 
the heart, touched by an invisible hand." 

Then came in the midst of these excited feel- 
ings the ballet, drawing its magic net about the 
soul. And soon, from the tangled yet harmoni- 
ous mazes of the dance, came forth a sylph-like 
form, her scarf floating behind her, as if she were 
fanning the air with gauze-like wings. Koiseless 
as a feather or a snow-flake falls, did her feet 
touch the earth. She seemed to float in the air, 
and the floor to bend and wave under her, as a 
branch when a bird alights upon it, and takes 
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wing again. Loud and rapturous applause fol- 
lowed each wonderful step, each voluptuous 
moyement ; and with a flushed cheek and burn- 
ing eje, and bosom panting to be free, stood the 
gracefully majestic ngure K>r a moment still, and 
tiien the winged feet of the swift dancing girls 
glanced round her, and she was lost again m the 
wirong. 

" How truly ex(]^uisite this is !" exclaimed the 
Baron, after joinmg loudly in the applause. 
" What a noble figure ! What grace I What 
attitudes I How much soul in every motion ! 
How much expression in every gestiure ! I as- 
sure you, it produces upon me the same effect as 
a beautifld poem. It is a poem. Every step is 
a word ; and the whole together a poem !" 

The Baron and Flemming were delighted with 
the scene, and at the same time exceedingly 
amused with the countenance of an old prude in 
tiie next box, who seemed to look iipon the whole 
magic show with such feelings as Michal, Saul's 
daughter, experienced, when she looked from her 
window and saw Xing David dancing and leaping 
with his scanty garments. 

" After all, said Flemming, " the old French 
priest was not so far out of the way, when he 
said, in his coarse dialect, the dance is the Devil's 
procession; and paint and ornaments, the whet- 
ting of the Devil's sword ; and the ring that is 
made in dancing, the Devil's grindstone, whereon 
he sharpens his sword ; and finally, that a ballet 
is the pomp and mass of the Devil, and whosoever 
entereth therein, entereth into lus pomp and 
mass ; for the woman who singeth is the pnoress 
of the Devil, and they that answer are clerks, 
and they that look on are pari^oners, and the 
cymbals and flutes are the bells, and the musicians 
that play are the ministers of the Devil." 
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•' No doubt this good lady near us thinks so 
likewise," answered the Baron, laughing ; " but 
slie likes it, for all that." 

When the play was over, the Baron begged 
Flenuning to sit still, till the crowd had gone. 

" I have a strange fancy," said he, " whenever, 
I co me to the theatre, to see the end of all things. 
When the crowd is gone, and the curtain raised 
again to air the house, and the lamps are all out, 
save here and there one behind the scenes, the 
contrast with what has gone before is most im- 

?ressive. Every thing wears a dream-like aspect, 
'he empty boxes and stsdls — the silence — ^the 
Bmoky twilight, and the magic scene dismantled, 

?roduced in me a strange, mysterious feeling, 
t is like a dim reflection of a theatre in water, 
or in a dusty mirror ; and reminds me of some 
of Hoffmann's wild tales. It is a practical moral 
lesson, — a commentary on the play, — and makes 
the show complete." 

It was truly as he said ; only tenfold more de* 
solate, solemn, and impressive ; and produced 
upon the mind the effect we experience when 
slumber is suddenly broken, and dreams and 
realities mingle, and we know not yet whether 
we sleep or wake. As they at length passed out 
through the dimly-lighted passage, they heard a 
vulgar looking fellow, with a sensual face and 
shaggy whiskers, say to some persons who were 
stanmng near him, and seemea to be hangers-on 
of the playhouse — 

"I snail run her six nights at Munich, and 
then take her on to Vienna." 

Flemming thought he was 8|)eaking of some 
favourite horse, fie was speaking or his beau- 
tiful wife, the ballet-dancer. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

OOETHB. 

What most interested our travellers in the 
ancient city of Frankfort, was neither the opera 
nor the Ariadne of Dannecker, but the house in 
which Goethe was bom, and the scenes he fre- 
quented in his childliood, and remembered in his 
old a^e. Such, for example, are the walks around 
the city, outside the moat ; the bridge over the 
Maine, with the golden cock on the cross, which 
the poet beheld and marvelled at when a boy ; 
the cloister of the Barefooted Friars, through 
which he stole with mysterious awe to sit by tne 
oilcloth-covered table of old Rector Albrecht ; 
and the garden in which his grandfather walked 
up and down among fruit-trees and rose-bushes, 
in long morning gown, black velvet cap, and the 
antique leather gloves, which he annually received 
as Mayor on Pipers-Doomsday, representing a 
kind of middle personage between Alcinous and 
Laertes. Thus, O Genius ! are thy foot-prints 
haUowed ; and the star shines for ever over the 
place of thy nativity. 

" Your English critics may rail as they list," 
said the Baron, while he and Flemming were 
returning from a stroU in the leafy gardens, out- 
side the moat; "but, after all, Goethe was a 
magnificent old fellow. Only think of his life : 
his youth of passion, alternately aspiring and 
desponding, stormy, impetuous, headlong ; his 
romantie manhood, in which passion assumes the 
form of strength ; assiduous, careful, toiling with- 
out haste, without rest ; and his sublime old age, 
— the ase of serene and classic repose, where ne 
stands like Atlas, as Claudian has painted him in 
♦he battle of the Giants, holding the world aloft 
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upon his head, the ocean-streams hard firozen in 
his hoary locks." 

" A ^ood illustration of what the world calls 
his indmerentism." 

" And do you know I rather like this indiffer- 
entism P Did you never have the misfortune to 
live in a community, where a difficulty in the 
parish seemed to announce the end of the world P 
or to know one of the henefactors of the human 
race, in the very ' storm and pressure period ' of his 
indiscreet enthusiasm P If you have, I think you 
will see something beauti^ in the calm and dig- 
nified attitude which the old philosopher assumes." 

" It is a pity that his admirers had not a little 
of this philosophic coolness. It amuses me to 
read the various epithets which they apply to 
him : The Dear, dear Man ! The Life-enjoyinj^ 
Man ! The All-sided One ! The Repfesentative 
of Poetry upon Earth ! The Many-sided Master- 
Mind of Germany ! His enemies rush into the 
other extreme, and hurl at him the fierce names 
of Old Humbug ! and Old Heathen ! which hit 
like pistol-bullets." 

" I confess he was no saint." 

** No ; his philosophy is the old ethnic philoso- 
phy. You will find it all in a convenient and 
concentrated portable form in Horace's beautiful 
Ode to Thaliarcus. What I most object to in 
the old gentleman is his sensuality." 

" O nonsense ! Nothinff can be purer than the 
Iphigenia; it is as cold and passionless as a mar- 
ble statue." 

" Very true ; but you cannot say the same of 
some of the Homan Elegies, and of that monstrous 
book, the Elective Affinities." 

" Ah, my friend, Goethe is an artist, and looks 
upon all things as objects of art merely. Why 
should he not b« allowed to copy in words wh' 
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painters and sculptors copy in colours and in 
marble P" 

** The artist shows his character in the choice 
of the subject. Goethe never sculptured an 
Apollo, nor painted a Madonna. He gives ujs 
only sinful Ma^dalens and rampant Fauns. He 
does not so much idealise as realise." 
He only copies nature." 
So did the artist who made the bronze lamps 
of Pompeii. Would you hang one of those in 
your hall P To say tmit a man is an artist, and 
copies nature, is not enough. There are two 
great schools of art ; the imitative and the ima- 
ginative. The latter is the most noble, and the 
most enduring ; and Groethe belonged rather to 
the former. Have you read Menzel's attack 
upon him P" 

" It is truly ferocious. The Silesian hews into 
him lustily. I hope you do not take sides with 
him." 

" By no means. He goes too far. He blames 
the poet for not being a politician. He might as 
well blame him for not being a missionary to the 
Sandwich Islands." 

" And what do you think of Eckermann P" 

"I think he is a kind of German Bos well. 
Goethe knew he was drawing his portrait, and 
sat for it accordingly. He works very hard to 
make a Saint Peter out of an old Jupiter, as the 
Catholics did at Bome." 

" Well, call him Old Humbug, or Old Heathen, 
or what you please ; I maintain that, with all his 
errors and short comings, he was a glorious speci- 
men of a man." 

" He certainly was. Did it ever occur to you 
tliat he was in some points like Ben Franklin P a 
kind of rhymed Ben Franklin P The practical 
tendency or his mind was the same ; his love of 
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science was the same ; his benignant, philosophic 
spirit was the same ; and a vast number of his 
httle poetic maxims and soothsayings seem no- 
thing more than the worldly wisdom of Poor 
Kichard versified." 

•* What most offends me is, that now every 
German jackass must have a kick at the dead 
lion." 

" And every one who passes through Weimar 
must throw a book upon his grave, as travellers 
did of old a stone upon the grave of Manfredi, 
at Benevento. But of all that has been said or 
sung, what most pleases me is Heine's Apologetic, 
if I may so call it ; in which he says, that the 
minor poets, who flourished under the imperial 
reign of Goethe, ' resemble a young forest, where 
the trees first show their own magnitude after the 
oak of a hundred years, whose branches had 
towered above and over-shadowed them,, has 
fallen. There was not wanting an opposition, 
that strove against Goethe, this majestic tree. 
Men of the most warring opinions united them- 
selves for the contest. The adherents of the old 
faith, the orthodox, were vexed, that, in the trunk 
of the vast tree, no niche with its holy image was 
to be found ; nay, that even the naked Dryads of 
paganism were permitted to play their witchery 
there ; and gladly, with consecrated axe, would 
they have imitated the holy Boniface, and levelled 
the enchanted oak to the ground. The followers 
of the new faith, the apostles of Liberalism, were 
vexed, on the other hand, that the tree could not 
serve as a Liberty Tree, or, at any rate, as a bar- 
ricade. Li fact, the tree was too high ; no one 
could plant the red cap upon its simmiit, or dance 
the Carmagnole beneath its branches. The mul- 
titude, however, venerated this tree for the very 
reason that it reared itself with such indepe*''^'*'*^ 
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grandeur, and so ^aciously filled the world witL 
its odour, wMle its branches, streaming magnifi- 
cently toward heaven, made it appear as if tlie 
stars were only the golden fruit of its wondrous 
limbs/ Do you not think that beautiful P" 

" Yes, very beautiful ! And I am glad to see 
that you can find something to admire in my 
favourite author, notwithstanding his frailties : 
or, to use an old German saying, that you can 
drive the hens out of the garden without tramp- 
ling down the beds." 

" Here is the old gentleman himself!" ex* 
claimed Flemming. 

" Where P" cried the Baron, as if for the mo- 
ment he expected to see the living figure of the 
poet walking before them. 

" Here at the window, — that full-length cast. 
Excellent, is it not. He is dressed as usual, in 
his long yellow nankeen surtout, with a white 
cravat crossed in front. What a magnificent 
head ! and what a posture ! He stands like a 
tower of strength. And, by Heavens ! he was 
nearly eighty years old when that was made." 
" How do you know P" 
** You can see by the date on the pedestal." 
"You are right. And yet how erect he stands, 
with his square shoulders braced back, and his 
hands behind him. He looks as if he were 
standing before the fire. I foci tempted to put 
a hve coal into his hand, it lies so invitingly half 
open. Gleim's description of him, soon after he 
^ent to Weimar, is very different from this. Do 
you recollect it P" 
;; No. I do not." 

"It is a story which good old father Gleim 
)J8ed to tell with great delight. He was one 
ovemng reading the Gottingen Musen-Ahnanaeh 
^a a select society at Weimar, when a youn^ 
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man came in, dressed in a short, green shooting- 
jacket, booted and spurred, and having a pair of 
brilliant black Italian eyes. He in turn oflfered 
to read ; but finding probably the poetry of 
the Musen-Almanach of that year rather too 
insipid for him, he soon began to improvise the 
wildest and most fantastic poems imaginable, and 
in all possible forms and measures, pretending all 
the while to read from the book. 'That is either 
Groethe or the Devil,' said good old father Gleim 
to Wieland, who sat near him. To which the 
' Great I of Osmannstadt* replied, * It is both, 
for he has the Devil in him to-night : and at such 
times he is like a wanton colt, that flings out be- 
fore and behind, and you will do well not to go 
too near him !' '* 

" Very good!'- 

"And now the noble figure is but mould; 
Only a few months ago those majestic eyes 
looked for the last time on the light of a pleasant 
spring morning. Calm, like a god, the old man 
sat, and with a smile seemed to bid farewell to 
the light of day, on which he had gazed for more 
than eighty years. Books were near him, and 
the pen, which had just dropped, as it were, from 
his aying fingers. * Open the shutters, and let 
in more light !' were the last words that came 
from those lips. Slowly stretching forth his 
hand, he seemed to write in the air ; and as it 
sank down again and was motionless, the spirit 
of the old man departed.'' 

" And yet the world goes on. It is strange how 
soon, when a great man dies, his place is filled ; 
and so completely, that he seems no longer 
wanted. But let us step in here. I wish to buy 
that cast." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE DAYLIGHT OF THE DWAEFS, AND THB 
FALLING 8TAE. 

Afteb lingering a day or two in Frankfort, the 
two friends struck across through Hochheim to the 
Ehine, andthenup among the mllsof theBheingau 
to Schlangenbad, where 9iey tarried only to bathe 
and dine, and then pursued their way to Lan- 
genschwaibach. The town hes in a valley, with 
gently-sloping hills around it, and long avenues 
of poplars leading forth into the fields. One 
interminable street cuts the town in twain ; and 
there are old houses with curious faces carved 
upon their fronts, and dates of the olden time. 

Our travellers soon sallied forth from their 
hotel, impatient to drink the strength-giving 
waters of the fountains. They continued their 
walk far up the valley under the poplars. The 
new grain was waving in the fields ; the birds 
singing in the trees and in the air ; and every 
thing seemed glad, save a poor old man, who 
came tottering out of the woods with a heavy 
bundle of sticks on his shoulders. 

Returning upon their steps, they passed down 
the valley and through the long street to the 
tumble-down old Lutheran church. A flight of 
stone steps leads from the street to the green 
terrace or platform on which the church stands, 
and which, in ancient times, was the churchyard, 
or, as the Grermans more devoutly say, Uod's- 
acre ; where generations are scattered like seeds, 
and that which is sown in corruption shall be 
raised hereafter in incorruption. On the steps 
stood an old man — a very old man — ^holding a 
little girl by the hand. He took off his greasy 
can as they passed, and wished them good day. 
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His teeth were gone ; he could hardly articulate 
a syllable. The Baron asked him how old the 
church was. He gave no answer, but, when the 
question was repeated, came close up to them, 
and taking off his cap again, turned his ear atten- 
tively, and said, — 

" I am hard of hearing." 

" Poor old man," said Flemming ; " he is as 
much a ruin as the church we are entering. It 
will not be long before he, too, shall be sown as 
seed in this Gk)d's-acre !" 

The little girl ran into a house close at hand, 
and brought out the great key. The church door 
swimg open, and descending a few steps, they 
passed tnrough a low-roofed passage into the 
church. All«was in ruin. The gravestones in 
the pavement were started from their places ; the 
vaults beneath yawned ; the roof above was 
falling piecemeal ; there were rents in the old 
tower ; and mysterious passages, and side doors 
with crazy flights of wooden steps, leading down 
into the churchyard. Amid all this rum, one 
thing only stood erect ; it was a statue of a 
knight in armour, standing in a niche under the 
pulpit. 

" Who is thisP" said Flemming to the old sex- 
ton ; " who is this, that stands here so solemnly 
in marble, and seems to be keeping guard over 
the dead men below P" 

" I do not know," replied the old man ; ** but 
I have heard my grandfather say it was the 
statue of a ^eat warrior." 

"There is history for you!" exclaimed the 
Baron. ** There is fame ! To have a statue of 
marble, and yet have your name forgotten by the 
sexton of your parish, who can remember only 
that he once heard his grandfather say, that you 
were a great warrior." 

f3 
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Flemming made no reply, for he was thinking 
of tlie dajs when, from that old pulpit, some 
bold reformer thundered down the first tidings 
of a new doctrine, and the roof echoed with the 
grand old hymn of Martin Luther. 

When he communicated his thoughts to the 
Baron, the only answer he received was — 

" After all, what is the use of so much preach- 
ing P Do you think the fishes, that heurd the 
sermon of St. Anthony, were any better than 
those who did not P I commend to your favour- 
able notice the fish-sermon of this saint, as 
recorded by Abraham k Santa Clara. You will 
find it in your favourite Wonder-Horn." 

Thus passed the day at Langenschwalbach ; 
and the evening at Allee-Saal was \|[uite solitary, 
for as yet no company had arrived to £11 its 
chambers, or sit unoler the trees before the door. 
The next mornin? even Flemming and the Baron 
were gone ; for the G-erman's heart was beating 
with strong desire to embrace his sister, and the 
heart of his friend cared little whither he went, 
sobeit he were not too much alone. 

Afler a few hours' drive, they were looking 
down from the summit of a hill cUrectly upon the 
house-tops of Ems. There it lay, deep sunk in 
the hollow beneath them, as if some mhabitant 
of Sirius, like him spoken of in Voltaire's tale of 
Micromegas, held it in the hollow of his hand. 
High ana peaked rise the hills, that throw their 
shadows into this romantic valley, and at theif 
base winds the river Lahn. Our travellers drove 
through the one long street, composed entirely of 
hotels and lodging houses. Sick people looked 
out of the windows as they passed. Others wore 
walking leisurely up and down, beneath the few 
decapitated trees, which represent a promenade ; 
«^d e ^^ ^'^^h a blue frock and crimson cap. 
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was driTing three donkeys down the street. In 
short, they were in a fashionable watering -plaoe,^ 
as yet sprinkled only by a few pattering drops of 
tiie summer rain of straDgers, which generally 
follows the first hot days. 

On alighting at the London Hotel, the Baron 
found — not his sister, but only a letter from her, 
saying she had changed her mind and gone to 
the £ths of Franconia. This was a disappoint- 
ment, which the Baron pocketed with the letter, 
and said not a word more about either. It was 
his way — ^his philosophy in small things and 
great. In the evening they went to an lesthetio 
tea, at the house of the Frau Kranich, the wife 
of a rich banker of Frankfort. 

" I must tell you about this Frau Eranich/* 
said the Baron to Flemming, on the way. " She 
is a woman of talent and beauty, and just in the 
prime of life ; but, unfortunately, very ambi- 
tious. Her mania is, to make a fisure in the 
fashionable world ; and to this end she married 
a rich banker of Frankfort, old enough to be her 
father, not to say her grandfather, hoping, 
doubtless, that he woidd soon die ; for, if ever a 
woman wished to be a widow, she is that woman. 
But the old fellow is touch, and won't die. More- 
over he is deaf, and craboed, and penurious, and 
half the time bedridden. The wire is a model of 
virtue, notwithstanding her weakness. She 
nurses the old gentleman as if he were a child. 
And, to crown all, he hates society, and will not 
hear of his wife's receiving or going into com- 
pany." 

" How, then, can she give soirees P" asked 
Flemming. 

" I was just going to tell you," continued the 
Baron. " The gay lady has no taste for long 
evenings with tne old gentleman in the V 
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chamber ; for being thus chained, like a criminal 
under Mezentius, lace to face with a dead body. 
So she puts him to bed first, and " 



Gives him opium. 




soiree, 

Tliis course of decepti 

and must be particularly so to ner, for she is not 
a low or an immoral woman ; but one of those 
who, not having strength enough to complete 
the sacrifice they have had strength enough to 
commence, are betrayed into a life of duplicity 
and falsehood." 

They had now reached the house, and were 
ushered into a room gaily lighted and filled with 
guests. The hostess came forward to receive 
them, dressed in white, and sailing down the 
room like a swan. When the customary saluta- 
tions had passed, and Flemming had been duly 
presented, the Baron said, not without a certain 
degree of malice, — 

"And, my dear Frau Kranich, how is your 
good husband to-nightP" 

This question was about as discreet as a can- 
non-ball. But the lady replied in the simplicity 
of her heart, and not in the least disconcerted, — 

" The same as ever, my dear Baron. It is as- 
tonishing how he holds out. But let us not talk 
of these things now. I must introduce your 
friend to his countryman, the Grand Duke of 
Mississippi ; alike remarkable for his wealth, his 
modesty, and the extreme simplicity of his man- 
ners. He drives only six horses. Besides, he is 
known as a man of learning and piety ; — ^has his 
private chanel, and private clergyman, who al- 
ways preaches against the vanity of worldly 
riches. He has Siso a private secretary, whoso 
duty it is to smoke to him, that he may enjoy 
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ike aroma of Spanish cigars, without the trouble 
of smoking." 

** Decidedly a man of genius !" 

Here Flemming was introduced to his illus- 
trious couDtryman; a person who seemed to 
consist chiefly of linen, such a display did he 
make of collar, bosom, and i^Tistbanas. 

" Pray, Mr. Flemming, what do you think of 
that E«mbrandt P" said ne, pointing to a picture 
on the wall. " Exquisite picture ! The grandeur 
of sentiment and splendour of chiaroscuro arc of 
the flrst order. Just observe the liquidity of 
the water, and the silyeriness of the clouds. 
Great power ! There is a brarura of handling in 
that picture, Sir, which it requires the eye of the 
connoisseur to appreciate." 

" Yes, a most undoubted — copy !" 

And here their conversation ended; for at that 
moment the little Moldavian Prince Jerkin made 
his way through the crowd, with his snuff-box as 
usual m his hand, and hurried up to Flemming, 
whom he had known in Heidelberg. He was 
ea^er to let every one know that he spoke Eng- 
lisn, and in his haste began by making a mis- 
take. 

"Good bye! Good- bye! Mr. Flemming!" 
said he, instead of Good evening. " I am ra- 
vished to see you in Ems. Nice place ; — ^aU that 
there is of most nice. I drink my water and am 
good ! Do you not think the Frau Kranich has a 
very beautiful leather !" 

He meant skin. Flemming laughed outright ; 
but it was not perceived by tne Prince, because 
at that moment he was pushed aside, in the rush 
of a gallopade, and Flemming beheld his face no 
more. At the same moment the Baron intro- 
duced a friend of his, who also spoke English, 
and said, — 
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" You will sup with me to-nigkt. I have some 
Rhine-wine, which will be a seduction to you." 

Soon after the Baron stood with an impassion- 
ed, romantic lady leaning on his arm, examining 
a copy of Raphael's Fornarina. 

"Ah! I wish I had been the Fornarina," 
sighed the impassioned, romantic lady. 

" Then, my dear madam," replied the Baron, 
" I wish I had been Haphael." 

And BO likewise said to himself a very tall man, 
with fiery red hair, and fancy whiskers, who was 
waltzing round and roimd in one spot, and in a 
most extraordinary waistcoat ; thus representing 
a fiery, floating light, to warn men of tne hidden 
rocks, on which the breath of vanity drives them 
shipwreck. At length his partner, tired of spin- 
ning, sank upon a sofa, like a child's top, when it 
reels and falls. 

" You do not like the waltz P" said an elderly 
French gentleman, remarking the expression of 
Flemming's countenance. 

" O yes ; among the figurantes .of the Opera. 
But I confess it sometimes makes me shudder to 
see a young rake clasp his arms round the waist 
of a pure and innocent girl. What would you 
say, were you to see him sitting on a sofa with his 
arms round your wife P" 

"Mere prejudice of education," replied the 
French gentleman. " I know that situation. I 
have read all about it in the Biblioth^ue de 
Bomans Choisis !" 

And merrily went the dance ; and bright eyes 
and flushed cneeks were not wanting among the 
dancers : 

" And they waxed red, and waxed warm, 
And rested, panting, arm in arm ;" 

d the Strause-waltzes sounded pleasantly in the 
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ears of Flemming, who, though he never danced, 
yet, like Henry of Offcerdingen, in the romance 
of Novalis, thought to music. The wheeling 
waltz set the wheels of his fancy going. And 
thus the moments glided on, and tne footsteps of 
Time were not heard amid the sound of music 
and voices. 

But suddenly this scene of gaiety was inter- 
rupted. The door opened wide, and the short 
figure of a grey-haired old man presented itself, 
with a flushed coimtenance and wild eyes. He 
was but half dressed, and in his hand held a sil- 
ver candlestick without a light. A sheet was 
wound round his head, like a turban; and he 
tottered forward with a vacant, bewildered look, 
exclaiming, — 

" I am Mahomet, the king of the Jews !" 

At the same moment he fell in a swoon, and 
was borne out of the room by the servants. 
Flemming looked at the lady of the festival, and 
she was deadly pale. For a moment all was con- 
fusion ; and the dance and the music stopped. 
The impression produced on the company was at 
once ludicrous and awful. They tried in vain to 
rally. The whole society was like a dead body, 
from which the spirit has departed. Ere long 
the guests had all dispersed, and left the lady of 
the mansion to her mournful, expiring lamps, and 
still more mournful reflections. 

" Truly," said Flemming to the Baron, as they 
wended their way homeward, " this seems not 
like reality, but like one of the sharp contrasts 
we find in novels. Who shall say, after this, 
that there is not more romance in real life than 
we find written in books 1" 

" Not more romance," said the Baron, " but a 
different romance.'* 

A still more tragic scene had been that evenin'- 
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enacted in Heidelberg. Just as the sun set, two 
female figures walked along the romantic wood- 
land pathway leading to the AngeFs Meadow, a 
little green opening on the brow of one of the 
high hills, which see themselves in the Neckar, 
and hear the solemn bells of Kloster-Neuburg. 
The eyenine shadows were falling broad and long ; 
and the cuckoo began to sing. 

" Cuckoo ! Cuckoo !" said the eldest of the two 
figures, repeating an old German popular rhyme — 

"'Cuckoo! Cuckoo! 
Tell me true, 
Tell me fair and fine, 
How long must I unmarried piae V" 

It was the voice of an evil spirit, that spoke 
in the person of Madeleine ; and the pale and 
shrinking figure, that walked by her side, and 
listened to those words, was Emma of Ilmenau. 
A young man joined them, where the path turns 
into the thick woodlands ; and they disappeared 
among the shadowy branches. It was the Tolish 
Count. 

The forget-me-nots looked up to heaven, with 
their meek blue eyes, from their home in the 
Angel's Meadow. Calmly stood the mountain of 
All Saints, in its majestic, holy stillness ; — the 
river flowed so far below, that the murmur of its 
waters was not heard ; there was not a sigh of 
the evening wind among the leaves, — not a sound 
upon the earth nor in the air; — and yet that 
night there fell a star from heaven 1 
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CHAPTEE X. 

THE FARTINa. 

It Was now that season of the year which an old 
English writer calls the amiable month of June, 
ana at that honr of the day when, fac« to face, 
the rising moon beholds the setting snn. As yet 
the stars were few in heaven. But, after the 
heat of the day, the coolness and the twilight 
descended like a benediction upon the earth, oy 
all those gentle sounds attended which are the 
meek companions of the night. 

Flemming and the Baron had passed the after- 
noon at the castle. They had rambled once more 
together, and for the last time, over the magni- 
ficent ruin. On the morrow they were to part, 
perhaps for ever. The Baron was goin^ to Ber- 
lin to join his sister ; and Flemming, driven for- 
ward by the restless spirit within him, longed 
once more for a change of scene, and was to start 
for Tyrol and Switzerland. Alas ! he never said 
to the passing hour, " Stay, for thou art fair !** 
but reached forward into the dark future, with 
unsatisfied longings and aimless desires, that 
were never stiU. 

As the day was closing, they sat down on the 
terrace of Elizabeth's garden. The sun had set 
beyond the blue Alsatian hills ; and on the valley 
of the Rhine fell the purple mist, like the mantle 
of the departing prophet from his fiery chariot. 
Over the castle walls, and the trees oi the gar- 
den-, rose the large moon, and between the con- 
tending daylight and moonlight there were as 
yet no shadows. But at length the shadows 
came — transparent and faint outlines, that deep- 
ened into form. In the valley below only the 
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river gleamed like steel, and here and there the 
lamps were lighted in the town. Solemnly stood 
the leafy linden trees in the garden near them, 
their trunks in darkness and their summits 
bronzed with moonlight ; and in his niche in the 
great round tower, overhung with ivy, like a ma- 
jestic phantom, stood the grey statue of Louis, 
with his venerable beard, and shirt of mail, and 
flowing mantle ; and the mild, majestic counte- 
nance looked forth into the sUent night, as the 
countenance of a seer who reads the stars. At 
intervals the wind of the summer-night passed 
through the ruined castle and the trees, and they 
sent forth a soimd as if Nature were sighing in 
her dreams; and for a moment overhead the 
broad leaves gently clashed together, like brazen 
cymbals, with a tinkling sound, and then all was 
still, save the sweet, passionate song of nightin- 
gales, that nowhere sing more sweetly than in 
thegardens of Heidelberg Castle. 

The hour, the scene, and the near approaching 
separation of the two young friends had filled 
their hearts with a pleasant, though at the same 
time not painless excitement. They had been 
conversing about the magnificent old ruin, and 
the ages in which it had been built, and the vi- 
cissitudes of time and war, they had battered 
down its walls, and left it *' tenantless, save to 
the crannying wind." 

" How sorrowful and sublime is the face of that 
statue yonder," said Flemming. "It reminds 
me of tne old Danish hero Beowulf; for carefiil, 
sorrowing, he seeth in his son's bower the wine- 
hall deserted, the resort of the wind, noiseless. 
The knight sl^epeth ; the warrior lieth in dark- 
ness ; there is no noise of the harp, no joy in the 
dwellings, as there was before." 

"Even as you say," replied the Baron ; but it 
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often astoaishes me, that, coming from that Aresh, 
green world of yours beyond the sea, you should 
feel so much interest in these old thin^ ; nay, at 
times, seem so to have drunk in their spirit, as 
really to live in the times of old. For my part, 
I do not see what charm there is in the pale and 
wrinkled countenance of the Past so to entice 
the soul of a young man. It seems to me like 
falling in love with one's grandmother. Give me 
the Present ; — warm, glowing, palpitating with 
life. She is my mistress ; and the Future stands 
waiting, like my wife that is to be, for whom, to 
tell the truth, 1 care very little just now. In- 
deed, my friend, I wish you would take more 
heed of this philosophy of mine, and not waste 
the golden hours of youth in vain regrets for the 
past, and indefinite, dim lou^in^s for the future. 
Youth comes but once in a lifetime." 

** Therefore," said Flemming, " let us so enjoy 
it as to be still young when we are old. For my 
part, I grow happier as I grow older. Wheii I 
compare my sensations and enjoyments now with 
what they were ten years ago, the comparison is 
vastly in favour of the present. Much of the 
fever and fretfulness of hfe is over. The world 
and I look each other more calmly in the face. 
My mind is more self-possessed. It has done me 
good to be somewhat parched by the heat, and 
drenched by the rain of life." 

" Now you speak like an old philosopher," an- 
swered the Baron, laughing. "But you deceive 
yourself. I never knew a more restless, feverish 
spirit than yours. Do not think you have gained 
the mastery yet. You are only riding at anchor 
here in an eddy of the stream ; you will soon be 
swept away again in the mighty current and 
whirl of accident. Do not trust tnis momentary 
calm. I know you better than you know your* 
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self. There is flometliiii^ Faost-lilce in yon ; yon 
wonld fain grasp the highest and the deepest, 
and ' reel from aesire to enjoyment, and in en- 
joyment hmguish for desire. When a momen- 
tary change of feeling comes over you, you think 
the change permanent, and thus live in constant 
self-deception." 

" I confess,'* said Flemming, " there may be 
some truth in what you say. There are tmies 
when my soul is restless, and a voice sounds 
within me like the trump of the archangel, and 
thoughts that were buried long asp come out of 
their graves. At such times my favourite occu- 
pations and pursuits no longer charm me. The 
quiet face of Nature seems to mock me." 

" There certainly are seasons," replied the 
Baron, " when Nature seems not to sympathise 
with her beloved children. She sits there so 
eternally calm and self-possessed, so very motherly 
and serene, and cares so little whether the heart 
of her child breaks or not, that at times I almost 
lose my patience. About that, too, she cares so 
little, that out of sheer obstinacy I become good- 
humoured again, and then she smiles." 

" I think we must confess, however," continued 
Flemming. «« That all this springs from our own 
imperfection, not from hers. How beautiftd is this 
green world which we inhabit. See, yonder, 
how the moonlight mingles with the mist. What 
a glorious night is this I Truly every man has a 
■^radise around him until he sms, and the angel 
of an accusing conscience drives him from his 
Jfiden. And even then there are holy hours 
r^rftiiwT,*'''.*^®^ **^^^P«' ^^ °^*« ^-on^es back 
h?s l^t Pa?^ •^''^^^* ^y.^« ^^* ^^^ l^ts into 
r^T^BoUt^"'^^''-^^ *^^ ^^o«^ gates and 
•^vemu&«^W^re- I (eel this often. We 
»^ch to enjoy m the quiet and retirement 
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of our own thooghts. BoisterouB mirth and 
loud laughter are not my mood: I love that 
tronquilLty of soul in which we feel the blessing 
of existence, and which in itself is a prayer ana 
a thanksf^riying. I find, however, that, as I grow 
older, I love the country less, and the town 
more." 

" Yes," interrupted the Baron ; " and presently 
yon will lore the town less, and the country 
more. Say, at once, that you have an unde- 
fined longing for both, and prefert own or country, 
according to the mood you are in. I think a man 
mnat be of a very quiet and happy nature who can 
long endure the country ; and moreover, very 
well contented with his own insif^nificant person, 
very self-complacent, to be continually occupied 
with himself and his own thoughts. To say the 
least, a town life makes one more tolerant and 
liberal in one's judgment of others. One is 
not eternally wrapped up in self-contemplation ; 
which, after all, is only a more holy kind of 
vanity." 

In conversation like this the hours glided away, 
till at length, from the Giant's Tower, the castie 
clock struck twelve, with a sound that seemed to 
come from the Middle Ages. Like watchmen 
from their belfries, the city clocks answered it, 
one by one. Then distant and muffled sounds 
were heard. Inarticulate words seemed to blot 
the foffgy air, as if written on wet paper. These 
were the bells of Handschusheimer, and of other 
villages on the broad plain of the Bhine, and 
among the hills of the Odenwald — mysterious 
80un<£, that seemed not of this world. 

Beneath them, in the shadow of the hills, lay 
the valley, like a fathomless, black gulf; and 
above were the cloistered stars, that, nun-like, 
walk the holy aisles of heaven. The city was 
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asleep in the valley below ; — all asleep and silent, 
save the clocks, that had just struck twelve, and 
the veering, golden weather-cocks, that were 
swimming in the moonlight, like g^olden fishes in 
a glass vase. And again the wind of the summer 
night passed through the old castle and the trees, 
and the nightingales recorded under the dark, 
shadowy leaves, and the heart of Flemming was 
full. 

When he had retired to his chamber, a feeling 
of utter loneliness came over him. The night 
before one begins a journey is always a dismal 
night ; for, as Byron says, 

" In leaving even the most unpleasant people 
And places, one keeps looking at the steeple/' 

And how much more so when the place and 
people are pleasant, as was the case with those 
that Flemmmg was now leaving. No wonder he 
was sad and sleepless. Thoug^hts came and 
went, and bright and gloomy fancies, and dreams 
and visions, and sweet faces looked under his 
closed eyelids, and vanished away, and came 
again, and again departed. He heard the clock 
«trike from liour to hour, and said, " Another 
hour is gone." At length the birds began to 
sing, and ever and anon the cock crew. He 
arose and looked forth into the grey dawn, and 
before him lay the city he was so soon to leave, 
all white and ghastly, like a city that had arisen 
from its grave. 

" All things must change," said he to the Ba- 
ron, as he embraced him, and held him by the 
hand. " Friends must be torn asunder, and 
swept along in the current of events, to see each 
other seldom, and perchance no more. For ever 
and ever in the eddies of time and accident we 

Hirl away. Besides which, some of us have a 
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perpetual motion in oxir wooden heaxls, as Wo- 
denolock had in Ids wooden leg : and, like hini, 
we travel on, without rest or sleep, and liave 
liardly time to take a friend by the hand in pass- 
ing, and at length are seen hurrying through 
some distant land, worn to a skeleton, and all 
imknown." 
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Sooit tf)t Ci^trtr. 



"Take away the lig^hta, too; 

The moon lends me too much to find my fears ; 

And those devotions I am now to pay 

Are written in my heart, not in thy book ; 

And I shall read them there without a taper." 



CHAPTEE I. 

SUHMEB-TIHE. 

They were right, — ^tkose old German Minne- 
singers, — to sin^ the pleasant summer time. 
What a time it is ! How June stands illumi- 
nated in the calendar ! The windows are all wide 
open ; only the Venetian blinds closed. Here 
and there a long streak of sunshine streams in 
through a crevice. We hear the low sound of 
the wmd among the trees ; and as it swells and 
freshens, the dutant doors clap to with a sudden 
sound. The trees are heavy with leaves; and 
the gardens fiiU of blossoms, red and white. 
The whole atmosphere is laden with perfume, and 
sunshine. The birds sing. The cock struts 
about, and crows loftily. Insects ckirp in the 
grass. Yellow butter-cups stud the green carpet 
Gke golden buttons, andxhe red blossoms of ike 
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clover nice rabies. The elm-trees reacK tKeir 
Ion fir, pendulous brandies almost to the ground. 
White clouds sail aloft, and vapours fret the 
blue sky with silrer threads. The white Tillage 
gleams afar against the dark hills. Through the 
meadow winds the river— careless, indolent. It 
seems to love the country, and is in no haste to 
reach the sea. The bee only is at work — ^the hot 
and angry bee. All things else are at play : he 
never plays, and is vexed that any one should. 

People drive out from town to oreathe and to 
be happy. Most of them have flowers in their 
hands, bunches of apple blossoms, and, still 
oflener, lilacs. Ye denizens of the crowded 
city, how pleasant to you is the change from the 
sultry streets to the open fields, fragrant with 
clover blossoms ! How pleasant the fresh, breezy 
country air, dashed with brine from the meadows ! 
How pleasant, above all, the flowers — ^the mani- 
fold beautiful flowers ! 

It is no longer day. Through the trees rises 
the red moon, and the stars are scarcely seen. 
In the vast shadow of night the coolness and the 
dews descend. I sit at the open window to enjoy 
them, and hear only the voice of the summer 
wind. Like black hulks, the shadows of the 
great trees ride at anchor on the billowy sea of 
grass. I cannot see the red and blue flowers, 
but I know that they are there. Far awayin 
the meadow gleams the silver Charles. The 
tramp of horses' hoofs sounds from the wooden 
bridge. Then all is still, save the continuous 
wind of the summer night. Sometimes I know 
not if it be the wind or the sound of the neigh- 
bouring sea. The village dock strikes, and I 
feel that I am not alone. 

How different is it in the city I It is late, and 
the crowd is gone. Yon step out upon the bal- 

G 
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conv, and lie in the very bosom of the cool, dewy 
nignt, as if you folded uer garments about you. 
Beneath lies the public walk with trees, like a 
fathomless, black gulf, into whose silent darkness 
the spirit plunges and floats away, with some be- 
loved spint clasped in its embrace. The lamps 
are still burning up and down the long street. 
People go by, with grotesque shadows, now fore- 
shortened, and now lengtaening away into the 
darkness, and vanishing, while a new one springs 
up behind the walker, and seems to pass him, 
revolving like the sail of a windmill. The iron 
gates of the park shut with a jangling clang. 
There are footsteps, and loud voices — a tumult— - 
a drunken brawl — an alarm of fire ; then silence 
again. And now at lengi^ the city is asleep, and 
we can see the night. The belated moon looks 
over the roofs, and find no one to welcome her. 
The moonlight is broken. It lies here and there 
in the squares, and the opening of streets — an- 
gular, like block of white marble. 



Under such a green, triumphal arch, O reader, 
with the odour of flowers aoout thee, and the 
song of birds, shalt thou pass onward into the 
enchanted land, as through the ivor^ gate of 
dreams! and as a prelude and majestic march, 
one sweet human voice, coming from the bosom 
of the Alps, sings this sublime ode, which the 
Alpine echoes repeat afar : — 

** Come, golden evening ! In the west 
Enthrone the storm-dispelling sun. 
And let the triple rainbow rest 
O'er all the motmtain tops. "Us done ; 
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The tempest ceases. Bold and bright 
The rainbow shoots finom hill to hill ; 

Down sinks the sun ; on presses night ; 
Mont Blanc is lovely still 1 

There take thy stand, my spirit ; — ^spread 

The world of shadows at thy feet ; 
And mark how calmly overhead 

The stars, like saints in glory meet. 
While hid in solitude sublmie, 

Methinks I muse on Nature's tomb. 
And hear the passing foot of Time 

Step through the silent gloom. 

All in a moment, crash on crash, 

From precipice to precipice, 
An avalanche's ruins dash 

Down to the nethermost abyss, 
Invisible ; the ear alone 

Pursues the uproar tiU it dies ; 
Echo to Echo, groan for groan. 

From deep to deep, replies. 

Silence again the darkness seals. 

Darkness that may be felt. But soon 
The silver-clouded east reveals 

The midnight spectre of the moon : 
In half-eclipse she lifts her horn, 

Yet, o'er the host of heaven supreme. 
Brings the fiiint semblance of a mom. 

With her awakening beam. 

Ah ! at her touch, these Alpine heights 

Unreal mockeries appear ; 
With blacker shadows, ghastlier lights. 

Emerging as she climbs the sphere ; 
A crowd of apparitions pale ! 

I hold my breath in chiU suspense, 
They seem so exqmsitely frail, 

liisst they should vanish hence. 

g2 
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I breathe again, I freely breathe ; 

Thee, Leman's Lake, once more I trace, 
Like Dian's crescent far beneath. 

As beautiful as Dian's face. 
Pride of the land that gave me birth ! 

All that thy waves r^ect I love, 
Where Heaven itself, brought down to earth, 

Looks fairer than above. 

Safe on thy banks again I stray ; 

The trance of poesy is o'er, 
And I am here at dawn of day. 

Gazing on mountains as before. 
Where s^ the strange mutations wrought 

Were magic feats of my own mind ; 
For, in that fairy.land of thought, 

Whatever I seek I find* 



CHAPTER n. 

FOOT - TBAVELLING. 

Tell me, my soul, why art thou resdeBS P Why 
dost thou look forwara to the future with sucn 
strong desire P The present is thine, — and the 

Sast, — and the future shall be ! O, that thou 
idst look forward to the great hereafter with 
half the longing wherewith thou longest for an 
earthly future, — ^which a few days at most will 
bring thee ! to the meeting of the dead, as to the 
meeting of the absent. Thou glorious spirit- 
land ! O, that I could behold thee as thou art — 
the region of life, and light, and love, and the 
dwelling-place of those beloved ones, whose being 
has flowed onward, like a silver-clear stream into 
the solemn-sounding main, into the ocean of 
Eternity ! 

Such were the thoughts that passed through 
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the soul of Flemming, as he lay in utter solitude 
aud silence on the rounded sununit of one of the 
mountains of the Furca Pass, and gazed, with 
tears in his eyes, and ardent longing in his heart, 
into the hlue-swimming hearen overhead, and at 
the glaciers and snowy mountain-peaks around 
him. Highest and whitest of all stood the peak 
of the Jungfrau, which seemed near him, though 
it rose afar off from the bosom of the Lauter- 
brunner Thai. There it stood, holy and high 
and pure, the bride of heaven, veiled and clothed 
in white, and lifting the thoughts of the beholder 
heavenward. O, he little thought then, as he 
gazed at it with longing and delight, how soon a 
K>rm was to arise in his own soul, as holy, and 
high, and pure as this, and like this point heaven- 
ward! 

Thus lay the traveller on the mountain sum- 
mit, reposmg his weary limbs on the short, brown 
grass, which more resembled moss than grass. 
He had sent his guide forward, that he mignt be 
alone. His soul within him was wild with a fierce 
and painful delight. The mountain air excited 
him ; the mountain solitudes enticed, yet mad- 
dened him. Every peak, every sharp, jagged 
iceberg, seemed to pierce him. The silence was 
awful and sublime. It was like that in the soul 
of a dying man, when he hears no more the 
sounds of earth. He seemed to be laying aside 
his earthly garments. The heavens were near 
unto him; but between him and heaven every 
evil deed he had done arose gigantic, like those 
mountain-peaks, and breathed an icy breath upon 
him. O, let not the soul that suffers dare to 
look nature in the face, where she sits majestically 
aloft in the solitude of the mountains ; for her 
face is hard and stem, and turns not in compas- 
sion upon her weak and erring child. It is tUo 
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countenance of an accufiing arclianeel, who 8uni« 
mons lis to judgment. In the vaUej she wears 
the countenance of a Yirgin Mother, looking at 
us with tearM eyes, and a face of pity and love ! 

But yesterday Flenuning had come up the val- 
ley of the Saint Grothard Pass, through Amsteg, 
where the Kerstelenbach comes dashing down 
the Maderaner Thai, from its snowy cradle oveiv 
head. The road is steep, and runs on zigzag ter- 
races. The sides of the mountains are barren 
cliffs ; and from their cloud-capped summits, un- 
heard amid the roar of the great torrent below, 
come streams of snow-white foam, leaping from 
rock to rock, like the mountain chamois. As you 
advance, the scene grows wilder and more deso- 
late. There is not a tree in sight-^not a himian 
habitation. Clouds, black as midnight, lower 
upon you from the ravines above ; and the moun- 
tain torrent beneath is but a sheet of foam, and 
sends up an incessant roar. A sudden turn in 
the roan brings you in sight of a lofty bridge, 
stepping from cliff to cliff with a single striae. 
A mighty cataract howls beneath it, like an evil 
spirit, and fills the air with mist ; and the moun- 
tain wind claps its hands and shrieks through the 
narrow pass, Ha ! ha ! This is the Devil's &idge. 
It leads the traveller across the fearful chasm, 
and through a mountain gallery into the broad, 
green, silent meadow of Andermath. 

Even the sunny morning, which followed this 
gloomy day, had not chased the desolate impres- 
sion from the soul of Flemming. His excitement 
increased as he lost himselr more and more 
among the mountains ; and now, as he lay alone 
on the summit of the sunny hill, with only gla- 
ciers and snowy peaks about him, his soul, as I 
have said, was wild with a fierce and painful 
delight. *^ 
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A hamaii voice broke Ids Tererle. He looked, 
and beheld, at a short distance from him, the 
athletic form of a mountain herdsman, who was 
approaching the spot where he lay. He was a 
young man, clothed in a rustic garb, and holding 
a lon^ staff in his hand. When Flemming rose, 
he stood still, and gazed at him, as if he loved 
the face of man, even of a stranger, and longed 
to hear a human voice, though it might speak in 
an unknown tongue. He answered ^lemming's 
salutation in a rude mountain dialect, and in re- 
ply to his questions said — 

" I, with two others, have charge of two hun- 
dred head of cattle on these mountains. Through 
the two summer months we remain here night 
and day ; for which we receive each a napoleon." 

Flemming gave him half his summer wages. 
He was glad to do a good deed in secret, and yet 
so near heaven. The man received it as his due, 
like a toll-keeper ; and soon after departed, leav- 
ing the traveller alone. And the traveller went 
his way down the mountain, as one distraught. 
He stopped only to pluck ^ne bright blue flower, 
which bloomed alone in the vast desert, and 
looked up at him, as if to say, " O, take me with 
you ! leave me not here companionless!" 

Ere long he reached the magnificent glacier of 
the Bhone; a frozen cataract, more tlian two 
thousand feet in height, and many miles broad 
at its base. It fills the whole valley between two 
moimtains, running back to their summits. At 
the base it is arched, like a dome ; and above, 
jagged and rough, and resembles a mass of gigan- 
tic crystals of a pale emerald tint, mingled with 
white. A snowy crust covers its surface ; but at 
every rent and crevice the pale green ice shines 
clear in the sun. Its shape is that of a glove, 
lyiDg with the palm downwards, and the finger 
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crooked and close together. It is a gauntlet of 
ice, which, centuries ago. Winter, the king of 
these mountains, threw down in defiance to the 
Sun ; and year W year the Sun strives in vain 
to lift it m>m the ground on the point of his 

E^'tering spear. A feeling of wonaer and de- 
it came over the soul of flemming when he 
eld it, and he shouted and cried aloud — 

" How wonderful ! how glorious !" 

After lingering a few hours in the cold, deso- 
late valley, ne climbed in the afternoon the steep 
Mayen- Wand, on the Grimsel, passed the Lake 
of the Dead, with its ink-black waters ; and 
through the melting snow, and over slippery 
stepping-stones in the beds of numberless shallow 
brooks, descended to the Grimsel Hospital, where 
he passed the night, and thought it the most lone 
and desolate spot that man ever slept in. 

On the morrow he rose with the day, and the 
rising sun found him already standing on the 
rustic bridge, which hangs over the ver^e of the 
FaJls of the Aar at Handeck, where me river 
pitches down a precipice into a narrow and fear- 
nil abyss, shut in b^ perpendicular cliffs. At 
right angles with it comes the beautiful Aerlen- 
bach ; and half way down the double cascade 
mingles into one. . Thus he pursued his way 
down, the Hasli Thai into the fiemese Oberland, 
— ^restless, impatient, he knew not why, — stopping 
seldom, and never long, and then rushing for- 
ward again, like the rushing river whose steps he 
followed, and in whose ice-cold waters ever and 
anon he bathed his wrists, to cool the fever in his 
blood, for the noonday sun was hot. 

His heart dilated in the dilating valley, that 
grew broader and greener at every step. The 
sight of human faces and human dwellings sooth- 
ed him ; and through the fields of summer grain, 
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in the broad meadows of Imgrund, he walked 
with a heart that ached no more, bat trembled 
only, as our eyelids when we haye done weeping. 
As ne climbea the opposite hill, which hems m 
this romantic yalley, and, like a heayy yoke, 
chafes the neck of the Aar, he belieyed tKe an- 
cient tradition, which says that once the yalley 
was a lake. From the summit of the hill he 
looked southward upon a beautiful landscape of 
gardens, and fields of grain, and woodlands, and 
meadows, and the ancient castle of Eesti, look- 
ing down upon Meyringen. And now all around 
him were tne singing of birds, and grateM sha- 
dows of the leafy trees, and sheeted waterfadls 
dropping from the woodland cMs, seen only, but 
unheard, — ^tilie fiuted columns breaking into mist, 
and fretted with frequent spires and ornaments 
of foam, and not unnke the towers of a Gothic 
church inyerted. There, in one white sheet of 
foam, the Biechenbach pours down into its deep 
beaker, into which the sun neyer shines. Face 
to face it beholds the Alpbach falling from the 
opposite hiU, " like a downward smoke." When 
Ilemming saw the innumerable runnels, sHding 
down the mountain side, and leaping, all life and 
gladness, he would fain haye clasped them in his 
arms and been their playmate, and reyelled with 
them in their £reedom and delight. Yet he was 
weary with the day's journey, and entered the 
yUlage of Meyringen, embowered in cherry-trees, 
whicn were then laden with firuit, more like a 
wayworn trayeller than an enthusiastic poet. As 
he went up the tayem steps, he said in nis heart, 
with the Italian Aretino, " He who has not been 
at a tayem, knows not what a paradise it is. O 
holy tayem! O miraculous tayem! — ^holy, be- 
cause no carking cares are there, nor weariness, 
nor pain ; and miraculous, because of the spits.. 

a3 
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which of themselves tnm round and round ! Of 
a truth, all courtesy and ^ood manners come from 
taverns, so full of bows, and Sigrtor, si! and 
Signor, nb /" 

But even in the tavern he could not rest long. 
The same evening at sunset he was floating on 
the lake of Brienz, in an open boat, close under 
the cascade of the Giessbach, hearing the pea- 
sants sing the Kanz des Yaches. He slept that 
night at me other extremity of the lake, in a large 
house, which, like Saint Peter's at Joppa, stood 
by the water's side. The next day he wasted in 
writing letters, musing in this green nest, and 
paddling about the lake again ; and in the even- 
mg went across the beautiful meadows to Inter- 
lachen, where many things happened to him, and 
detained him long. 



CHAPTEE ni. 

IKTBBLACHBK. 

Inteblacheit ! How peacefully, by the margin 
of the swift-rushing Aar, thou best, on the broad 
lap of those romantic meadows, all overshadowed 
by the wide arms of giant trees ! Only the round 
towers of thine ancient cloister rise above their 
summits; the round towers themselves, but a 
child's playthings under the great church-towers 
of the mountains. Close beside thee are lakes, 
which the flowing band of the river ties together. 
Before thee opens the magnificent valley of Lau- 
terbrunnen, wnere the cloud-hooded Monk and 

Sile Virgin stand like Saint Francis and his 
ride of Snow ; and around thee are fields, and 
orchards, and hamlets green, flrom which the 
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chnroh bells answer each other at eveninff ! The 
evening^ sun was Betting when I firstoeheld 
thee! The sun of life win set erelforget thee ! 
Surely it was a scene like this that inspired the 
soul of the Swiss poet, in his Song of the Bell : — 

** Bell ! thon soundest merrily, 
When the bridal party 

To the church doth hie ! 
Bell ! thou soundest solemnly, 
When, on Sabbath morning, 
Fields deserted lie 1 

Bell \ thou soundest merrily ; 
Tellest thon at evening, 

Bed-time draweth nigh ; 
Bell ! thou soundest mournfully ; 
Tellest thou the bitter 

Parting hath gone by. 

Say 1 how canst thon mourn ? 
How canst thou rejoice ? 

Art but metal dull ? 
And yet all our sorrowings. 
And all our rejoicings. 

Thou dost feel them all. 

God hath wonders many, 
Which we cannot fathom, 

Placed within thy form ! 
When the heart is sinking, 
Thou alone canst raise it, 

Trembling in the storm !" 

Paul Flemminff alighted at one of the princi- 
pal hotels. The landlord came out to meet him. 
He had great eyes and a green coat ; and remind- 
ed Flemming of the innkeeper mentioned in the 
Gk>lden Ass, who had been changed by magic 
into a frog, and croaked to his customers from 
the lees of a wine-cask. His house, he said, was 
fiill ; and so was every house in Interlachen ; but, 
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if the gentleman wotdd walk in, he wotild lyro- 
cure a chamber for him in the neighbonrhood. 

On the sofa sat a gentleman, riding ; a stont 
gentleman of perhaps forty-fire, round, mddy, 
and with a head which, being a little bald on the 
top, looked not unlike a crow s nest, with one egg 
in it. A good-humoured face turned from the 
book as Flemming entered ; and a good-humour- 
ed voice exclaimed — 

" Ha ! ha ! Mr. Flemming ! Is it you, or your 
apparition P I told you we should meet again ! 
though you were for taking an eternal farewell of 
your fellow-traveller." 

Saying these words, the stout gentleman rose 
and shook Flemming heartily by the hand. And 
Flemming returned the shake as heartily, recog- 
nising in this ruddy personage a former travelling 
companion, Mr. Berkley, whom he had left, a 
week or two previous, toiling up the Highi. Mr. 
Berkley was an Englishman oi fortune ; a good- 
humoured, humane old bachelor; remarkable 
alike for bis common sense and his eccentricity. 
That is to say, the basis of his character was 
good, sound common sense, trodden down and 
smoothed by education ; but this level ground- 
work his strange and whimsical fancy used as a 
dancing-floor, wnereon to exhibit her eccentric 
tricks. His ruling passion was cold-bathing; 
and he usually ate his breakfast sitting in a tub 
of cold water, and reading a newspaper. He 
kissed every child he met, and to every old man 
said, in passing, " God bless you !" witn such an 
expression of voice and countenance, that no one 
could doubt his sincerity. He reminded one of 
Koger Bontemps, or the little Man in Grey; 
though with a difference. 

" The last time I had the pleasure of seeing 
you, Mr. Berkley," said Flemming, "was at 
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Ooldan, just as yon were gcing m tlie Itighi. I 
hope you were gratified with a nne sunrise on 
the mountain-top." 

" No, I was not !" replied Mr. Bertley. " It 
is all a humbug ! a confounded humbug ! They 
made such a noise about their sunrise, that I de« 
termined I would not see it. So I lay snug in 
bed, and only peeped through the window cur> 
tain. That was enough. Just above the house, 
on the top of the hiU, stood some fifty half-dress- 
ed, romantic individuals, shivering in the wet 
grass ; and a short distance from them, a miser- 
able wretch, blowing a lone wooden horn. * That's 
your sunrise on the ^^jg^i> is itP' said I, and 
went to sleep again. Tiie best thing I saw at 
the Culm was the advertisement on the bed-room 
doors, saying, that if the women would wear the 
quilts and blankets for shawls, when they went 
out to see the sunrise, they must pay jor the 
washing. Take my word for it, the Eighi is a 
great humbug !" 

" Where have you been since P" 

" At Zurich and SchaffTiausen. If you go to 
Zurich, beware how you stop at the Raven. They 
will cheat you. They cheated me; but I had 
my revenge, for, when we reached SchafiThausen, 
I wrote in the Traveller's Book — 

" Beware of the Raven of Ziirich! 

'T is a bird of omen ill ; 
With a noisy and an unclean nest. 
And a very, very long bill. 

If you go to the Golden Falken you will find it 
there. I am the author of those lines !" 

" Bitter as Juvenal !" exclaimed Flemming. 

" Not in the least bitter," said Mr. Berkley. 
" It is all true. Go to the Haven and see. But 
this Interlachen ! this Interlachen ! It is the 
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loveliest spot on the face of the earth," he con- 
tinued, stretching out both arms, as if to embrace 
the object of his affection. " There,— only look 
out there !" 

Here he pointed to the window. Flenmmi{2^ 
looked, and beheld a scene of transcendent 
beauty. The plain was corered already by the 
brown shade of the summer twilight. J^m the 
cottage roof in TJnterseen rose here and there a 
thin column of smoke over the tops of the trees, 
and mingled with the evening shadows. The 
Valley of Lauterbrunnen was nlled with a blue 
haze. Far above, in a clear, cloudless heaven, 
the white forehead of the Jungfrau blushed at 
the last kiss of the departing sim. It was a glo- 
rious Transfiguration of Nature ! And when the 
village bells began to ring, and a single voice at 
a great distance was heard yodlim rorth a bal- 
lad, it rather broke than, increased the enchant- 
ment of a scene where silence was more musical 
than sound. 

For a long time they gazed at the gloaming 
landscape, and spake not. At length people 
came in, and laid aside their shawls and hats, 
and exchanged a word or two with Berkley. To 
Flemming mey were all unknown. The conver- 
sation turned unon the various excursions of the 
day. Some haa been at the Staubb^ch ; others 
at the Grindelwald ; others at the Lake of Thun ; 
and nobody before had experienced half the rap- 
ture which they had experienced that day. And 
thus they sat in the twilight, as people love to 
do at the close of a summer day. As yet the 
lamps had not been lighted ; and one could not 
distinguish faces, but voices only, and forms, like 
shadows. 

Presently a female figure, clothed in black, 
entered the room, and sat down by the window. 
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Slie rather listened to the conversation, than 
joiued in it ; but the few words she said were 
spoken in a Toice so mnsical and fvXL of soul, that 
it moved the sonl of Flenuning, like a whisper 
from heaven. 

O, how wonderful is the hnman voice ! It is 
indeed the organ of the sonl ! The intellect of 
man sits enthroned visibly npon his forehead and 
in his eye ; and the heart or man is written upon 
his countenance. But the soul reveals itself in 
the voice onlv, as Grod revealed himself to the 
prophet of old in the still, small voice, and in a 
voice from the burning bush. The soid of man 
is audible, not visible. A sound alone betrays 
the flowing of the eternal fountain, invisible to 
man. 

Flemming would fain have sat and listened for 
hours to the soxmd of that unkown voice. He 
felt sure, in his secret heart, that the beinjg from 
whom it came was beautifld. His imagmation 
filled up the faint outline which the eye beheld 
in the fading twilight, and the figure stood already 
in his mind, like Kaphael's beautiful Madonna in 
the Dresden gallery. He was never more mis- 
taken in his life. The voice belonged to a beau- 
tiful being, it is true ; but her beauty was diffe- 
rent from that of any Madonna which Eaphael 
ever painted, as he would have seen, had he 
waited till the lamps were lighted. But in the 
midst of his reverie and saint-painting, the land- 
lord came in, and told him he had foxmd a cham- 
ber, which he begged him to go and look at. 

Flemming took nis leave and departed. Berk- 
ley went with him, to see, he said, what kind of 
a nest his yoimg fHend was to sleep in. 

" The chamber is not what I coiild wish," said 
the landlord, as he led them across the street. 
*'It is in the old cloister. But to-morrow, or 
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next day, yon can, no doubt, liave a room at the 
house." 

The name of the cloister struck Flemmin^'s 
unagination pleasantly. He was owl enough to 
like ruins and old chambers, where nuns or Iriars 
had slept. And he said to Berkley — 

" So, you perceive, my nest is to be in a 
cloister. It already makes me think of a bird's 
nest I once saw on an old tower at Heidelberg 
Castle, built in the jaws of a lion, which formerly 
served as a spout. But pray tell me, who was 
that yo ung lady with the soft voice P" 

" "What young lady with the soft voice P" 

*' The young lady in black, who sat by the 
window." 

'* O, she is the daughter of an English officer, 
who died not long ago at Naples. She is passing 
the summer here witii her mother." 

" What is her name P" 

" Ashburton." 

" Is she beautiful P" 

"Not beautiful; but very intellectual. A 
woman of genius, I should say." 

And now they had reachea the walls of the 
cloister, and passed xmder an arched gateway, 
and close beneath the roimd towers, which Flem- 
ming had already seen, rising with their cone- 
shaped roofs above the trees, like tall tapers, 
with extinguishers upon them." 

" It is not so bad as it looks," said the land- 
lord, knocking at a small door in the main build- 
ing. " The bailiff lives in one nart of it." 

A servant girl with a candle in her hand 
opened the door, and conducted Flemming and 
l^kley to the chamber which had been enga^. 
It was a large room on the lower floor, warns- 
coted with pine, and unpainted. Three lofty and 
narrow windows, with leaden lattices and small 
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panes, looked soutliward towards the valley of 
lAuterbrunnen and the mountains. In one cor- 
ner was a large square bed, with a tester and 
checked curtains, in another, a huge store of 
painted tiles, reaching abnost to the ceiling. An 
old sofa, a few high-backed antique chairs, and a 
table, completed the furniture or the room. 

Thus Memming took possession of his monkish 
cell and dormitory. He ordered tea, and began 
to feel at home. Berkley passed the Gvenins 
with him. Onffoingawayhesaid— 

" Grood night! I leave you to the care of the 
Virgin and ^1 the Saints. If the ghost of any 
old monk comes back after his prayer-book, my 
compliments to him. If I were a younger man, 
you certainly should see a ghost. Grood night !" 
When he liad departed, Flemming opened the 
lattice of one of the windows. The moon had 
risen, and silvered the dark outline of the nearest 
hills ; while, afar off, the snowy summits of the 
Junefirau and the Silver Horn shone like a white 
cloud in the sky. Close beneath the windows 
was a flower-garden; and the breath of the 
summer night came to him with dewy fragrance. 
There was a grateful seclusion about the place. 
He blessed me happy accident which ffave him 
such a lodging, and fell asleep that nignt think- 
ing of the nxms, who once had slept in the same 
quiet cells ; but neither wimpled nxm nor cowled 
monk appeared to him in his dreams ; not even 
the face of Mary Ashburton — nor did he hear 
her voice. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

THE EYENINCh AND THE MOBNINO STAB. 

Old Froissart tells us, in his Chronicles, that 
when King Edward beheld the Countess of 
Salisbury at her castle gate, he thought he had 
never seen before so noble nor so fair a lady ; he 
was stricken thereupon to the heart with a sparkle 
of fine lore, that endured long after ; he thought 
no lady in the world so worthy to be beloved as 
she. And so likewise thought Paul Flemming, 
when he beheld the English mdy in the fair light 
of a summer morning. I will not disguise the 
truth. She is my heroine ; and I mean to de- 
scribe her with great truth and beauty, so that 
all shall be in love with her, and I most of all. 

Mary Ashburton was in her twentieth sum- 
mer. Like the fair maiden Amoret, she was 
sitting in the lap of womanhood. They did her 
vrrong, who said she was not beautiful ; and yet 

** She was not fair, 
Nor beautiful ; — ^those words express her not. 
But 0, looks had something excellent. 
That wants a name!'' 

Her face had a wonderful fascination in it. It 
was such a calm, quiet face, with the light of the 
rising soul shining so peacefully through it. At 
times it wore an expression of seriousness,— -of 
sorrow even ; and then seemed to make the very 
air bright with what the Italian poets so beau- 
tifully call the lawpeggiar delV angelico risot-^ 
the hghtning of the angelic smUe. 

And O, those eyes, — ^those deep, unutterable 
eyes, with " down-falling eyelids, rail of dreams 
"'^d slumber," and within them a cold, living 
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li^ht» as in mountain lakes at erening, or in the 
liver of Paradise, for erer gliding, 

'' With a brown, brown cnrrent, 
Under the shade perpetual, that never 
Ray of tbe son lets in, nor of the moon/' 

I dislike an eje that twinkles like a star. 
Those only are beautiful, which like the planets, 
liave a steady, lambent light — are Ixmiinous, but 
not sparkling. Such eyes the Grreek poets snve 
to the LmnortalB. _ 

The lady's figure was striking. Erery step, 
every attitude was graceiul, and yet lofty, as if 
inspired by the soul within. Angels in the old 
poetic plulosophy have such forms ; it was the 
soul itself imprinted on the air. And what a 
soul was hers I A temple dedicated to Heaven, 
and, like the Pantheon at Eome, lighted only 
from above. And earthly passions in the form 
of gods were no longer there, but the sweet and 
thoughtful faces of Christ, and the Virgin Mary, 
and the Saints. Thus there was not one discor- 
dant thing in her; but a perfect harmony of 
figure, and face, and soul — ^in a word, of the 
whole being. And he who had a soul to compre- 
hend hers, must of necessity love her, and, having 
once loved her, could love no other woman for 
evermore. 

No wonder, then, that Flemming felt his heart 
drawn towards her, as, in her morning walk, she 
passed him, sitting alone under the great walnut 
trees near the cloister, and thinking of heaven, 
but not of her. She, too, was alone. Her cheek 
was no longer pale; but glowing and bright, 
with the inspiration of the summer air. Flem- 
ming gazed after her till she disappeared, even as 
a vision of his dreams, he knew not whither. 
He was not yet in love, but very near it ; for he 
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thanked €rod that he had made such beautifol 
beings to walk the earth. 

Last night he had heard a Yoice to which his 
aool i^aponded, and he might have gone on his 
way, and taken no ferther heed. But he would 
hare heard thatToice afterwards, whenever at 
cTening he thought of this evening at Inter- 
lachen. To-day he had seen more clearly the 
vision, and his restless sonl grew calm. The 
place seemed pleasant to him, and he conld not 
go. He did not ask himself whence came this 
calm. He felt it, and was hapOT in the feeling ; 
and blessed the landscape ana the summer morn- 
ing, as if they possessed the wonder-working 
power. 

'* A pleasant morning dream to you," said a 
friendly voice; and at the same moment some 
one laid his hand upon Flemmins's shoulder. 
It was Berkley. He had i^proached. unseen and 
unheard. 

** I see by the SDule <mi your countenance," he 
continued, ** that it is no day-incubus." 

"You are right," replied Flemming. "It 
fl*l» •..P^®***'^*^ dream, which you have put to 

" Af d J ■"* ff'*^ ^ •^ *J»*t you have also put 
to flight the gloomy thoughts which used to haunt 
you. Ibke to see people cheerful and happy, 
wwfip^^^ ^y *o saAicss in this beau^ 
wilh^'J^ beautiftil world!" said Flemming. 

S^ ofT^^So^^^"^.^ ^^^ not^i^atto 
tmni ol It. Sometimes it is all eladnesa and 
Bunrfune, and heaven itself K«i w SJt^^ f^ j 
then it chanses anAi J«i^ ^ . J"^ ^^' ^^ 

of the sadd^Hf ™*l,^^* ^« '^y.- I"^ the Utcs 
this, when we feel^ ^^^ are jArfit days like 

«^ »8 If we could tcOce the great 
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world in our arms. Then come the gloomj hours, 
when the fire will neither bum on our heardu 
nor in our hearta ; and all without and within ia 
dismal, cold, and dark. Believe me, eyery heart 
has its secret sorrows, which the world knows 
not ; and oftentimes we call a man cold, when he 
is only sad." 

" And who says we do not P" interrupted Berk- 
ley. " Come, come I let us go to brealdfast. The 
morning air has given me a rude appetite. I 
lonff to say grace over a fresh egg, and eat salt 
wit& my worst enemies, namely, me Cockneys at 
the hotel. After breakfast you must give your- 
self up wholly to me. I shall take you to the 
Grindelwald !" 

" To-day, then, you do not breakfast like Dio- 
genes, but consent to leave your tub." 

'* Yes, for the pleasure of your company. I 
shall also blow out the light in my lantern, 
having found you." 

" OSank you." 

The breakfast passed without any unusual 
occurrence. Flemming watched the entrance of 
every guest ; but she came not, — ^the guest he 
most desired to see. 

" And now for the Grindelwald !" said Berkley. 

" Why such haste P We have the whole day 
before us. There ia time enough." 

" Not a moment to lose, I assure you. The 
carriage is at the door." 

They drove up the valley of Lauterbrunnr^n, 
and turned eastward among the mountains of the 
Grindelwald. There they passed the day, half- 
frozen by the icy breath of the great glacier, 
upon whose surface stand pyramids and blocks 
of ice, like the tombstones of a cemetery. It 
was a weary day to Flemming. He wished him- 
self at Interlacnen ; and was glad when, towards 
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evening, he saw once more the cone-roofed towers 
of the cloister rising abore the wahiut-trees. 

That evening is written in red letters in liis 
history. It gave him another revelation of the 
beauty and excellence of woman's character and 
intellect, not whoUy new to him, jet now renewed 
and fortified. It was from the Lps of Mary Ash- 
burton that the revelation came. Her form arose, 
like a tremulous evening star, in the firmament 
of his soul. He conversed with her, and with 
her alone, and knew not when to go. All others 
were to him as if they were not mere. He saw 
their forms, but saw mem as the forms of inani- 
mate things. At length her mother came, and 
Flemming beheld in her but another Mary Ash- 
burton, with beaul^ more mature: — the same 
forehead and eyes, tne same majestic figure ; and, 
as yet, no trace of age. He gazed upon her with 
a feeling of delight, not unminsled with holy awe. 
She was to him the rich ana glowing evening, 
from whose bosom the tremulous star was bom. 

Berkley took no active part in the conversation, 
but did what was much more to the purpose, that 
is to say, arranged a drive for the next day with 
the Asnburtons, and of course invited Flemming, 
who went home that night with a halo round his 
head, and wondering much at a dandy, who stood 
at the door of the hotel, and said to his com- 
panion, as Flemming passed, 

" What do you call this place P I have been 
here two hours already, and find it devilish 
dull!" 
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CHAPTEE V. 

A BAINT DAY. 

When Flenmung awoke the next morning he 
saw the sky dark and lowering. From the moun- 
tain tops hung a curtain of mist, whose heayy 
folds waved to and fro in the yalley below. Over 
all the landscape, the soil summer rain was fall- 
ing. No adnuring eyes would look up that day 
at the Staubbach. 

A rainy day in Switzerland puts a sudden stop 
to many diversions. The coacnman may drive to 
the inn, and then back to the stable, but no far- 
ther. The sunburnt guide may sit at the ale- 
house door, and welcome — and the boatman 
whistle and curse the clouds at his own sweet 
will ; but no foot stirs abroad for all that — no 
traveller moves if he has time to stay. The rainy 
day gives him time for reflection. He has leisure 
now to take cognizance of his impressions, and 
make up his accoimt with the mountains. He 
remembers, too, that he has friends at home; 
and writes up the journal, neglected for a week 
or more, and letters neglected longer, or finishes 
the rough pencil-sketch, beg^ yesterday in the 
open air. On the whole, he is not sorry it rains, 
— though disappointed. 

Flemming was both sorry and disappointed, 
but he did not on that account faQ to go over to 
the Ashburtons at the appointed hour. He found 
them sitting in the parlour. The mother was 
reading, and the daugnter retouching a sketch of 
the Ls3[e of Thun. After the usual salutations, 
Flemming seated himself near the daughter, and 
said— 

" We shall have no Staubbach to-day, I pre- 
Bxaae ; only this Giessbach from the clouds." 
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" Nothing more, I suppose ; so we must be 
content to stay in-doors, and listen to the sound 
of the eaves-dropping rain. It gives me time to 
finish some of iliese rough sketches." 

"It is a pleasant pastime/' said Flemming; 
" and I perceive you are very skilful. I am de- 
lighted to see that you can draw a straight line. 
I never before saw a lady's sketch-book m which 
aU the towers did not resemble the Leaning 
Tower of Pisa. I always tremble for the little 
men under them." 

" How absurd ! " exclaimed Mary Ashburton, 
with a smile that passed through the misty air of 
Flemming's thoughts like a sunbeam. " For one, 
I succeed much better in straight lines than in 
any others. Here I have been trying a half-hour 
to make tJiis water-wheel roima, and round it 
never will be." 

" Then let it remain as it is. It looks uncom- 
monly picturesque, and may pass for a new in- 
vention." 

The lady continued to sketch, and Flemming 
to gaze at her beautiiul face, often repeating to 
himself tiiose lines in Marlow's Faust : — 

" 0, thou art fairer than the evening air, 
Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars !'* 

He certainly would have betrayed himself to 
the maternal eye of Mrs. Ashburton, had she 
not been wholly absorbed in the foUies of a 
fashionable novel. Ere long the fair aketcher 
had paused for a moment; and Flemming hud 
taken her sketdi-book in his hands, and was look- 
ing it through from the beginning with ever- 
increasing delight, half of widch he dared not 
express, mough he favoured her with some com- 
ments and bursts of admiration. 

'* This is truly a very beautiful sketch of Mur- 
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ten and ike battle-field ! How quietly the land- 
scape sleeps there by the lake, after the battle ! 
Did you ever read the ballad of Veit Weber, the 
shoemaker, on this subject P He says the routed 
Burgundians jumped into the lake, and the Swiss 
Leaguers shot them down like wild ducks among 
the reeds. He fought in the battle, and wrote 
the ballad afterwards : — 

' He had himself laid hand ou sword, 
He who this rhyme did write ; 
Till evening mowed he with the sword 
And sang the song at night/ " 

" You must give me the whole ballad," said 
Miss Ashburton ; " it will serve to illustrate the 
sketch." 

" And the sketch to illustrate the ballad. And 
now we suddenly slide down the Alps into Italy, 
and are even in Bome, if I mistake not. This 
is surely a head of Homer P" 

** Yes," replied the lady, with a little enthusi- 
asm. " Do you not remember the marble bust 
at EomeP When I first beheld that bust, it 
absolutely inspired me with awe. It is not the 
face of a man, out of a god !" 

" And jou hare done it no injustice in your 
copy," said Memming, catching a new enthusiasm 
from hers. "With what a classic grace the 
fillet, passing round the majestic forehead, con- 
fines his flowing locks, which mingle with his 
beard I The countenance, too, is calm, majestic, 
godlike ! Even the fixed and sightless eyeballs 
do not mar the image of the seer. Sucn were 
the sightless eyes of me blind old man of Chios. 
They seem to look with mournful solemnity into 
the mysterious ftiture, and the marble lips to re- 
peat {nat nrophetic passage in the Hymn to 
Apollo— ' Let me also nope to be remembered i" 
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ag[e8 to come. And when any one, bom of the 
tnbes of men, comes hither a weary trayeller, 
and inquires who is the sweetest of the sin^^ui^ 
men that resort to your feasts, and whom you 
most delight to hear, do yon make answer for 
me, It is the blind man who dwells in Chios ; 
his songs excel all that can eyer be sung ! But 
do you really believe that this is a portrait of 
Homer P" 

" Certainly not I It is only an artist's dream. 
It was thus that Homer appeared to him in his 
yisions of the antique worla. Every one, you 
know, forms an image in his fancy of persona 
and things he has never seen ; and the artist re- 
produces them in marble or on canvas." 

" And what is the image in your fancy P Is it 
like this P" 

" No ; n6t entirely. I have drawn my impres- 
sions from another source. Whenever I think 
of Homer, which is not often, he walks before 
me, solemn and serene, as in the vision of the 
great Italian ; in countenance neither sorrowful 
nor glad, followed by other bards, and holding 
in his right hand a sword." 

" That is a finer conception than this," said 
Hemming. " And I perceive from your words, 
as well as fh>m this book, that you have a true 
feeling for Art, and understand what it is. You 
have nad bright glimpses into the enchanted 
land." 

" I trust," replied the lady, modestly, " that I 
am not wholly without this feeling. Certainly I 
have as strong and passionate a love of Art as of 
I^ature." 

*' But does it not often offend you to hear peo- 

§le speakine of Art and Nature as opposite and 
isoordant things P Surely nothing can be more 
false. Nature is a revdation of GKkL; Art, a 
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reyelation of man. Indeed, Art si^nifles no more 
than this, Art is Power. That is the original 
meaning of the word. It is the creative power 
hj whidi the soul of man makes itself known, 
through some external manifestation or outward 
sign. As we can always hear the voice of God, 
walking in the garden, in the cool of the day, or 
under tne starlight, where, to quote one of this 
poet's verses, ' high prospects and the brows of 
aU steep hills and pinnacles thrust up themselves 
for shows ; ' so, imder the twilight and the star- 
light of past ages do we hear the voice of man 
walking amid me works of his hands, and city 
walls and towers, and the spires of churches, 
thrust up themselves for shows." 

The lady smiled at his warmth, and he con- 
tinued — 

" This, however, is but a similitude, and Art 
and Nature are more nearly allied than by simili- 
tudes only. Art is the revelation of man ; and 
not merely that, but likewise the revelation of 
Nature, speaking through man. Art pre-exists 
in Nature, and Nature is reproduced in Art. As 
vapours from the ocean, floating landward and 
dissolved in rain, are carried back in rivers to the 
ocean, so thoughts and the semblances of things 
that fall upon the soul of man in showers flow 
out again in living streams of Art, and lose 
themselves in the great ocean, which is Nature. 
Art and Nature are not, then, discordant, but 
ever harmoniously working in each other." 

Enthusiasm begets enthusiasm. Flemming 

rke with such evident interest in the subject, 
t Miss Ashburton did not fail to manifest 
some interest in what he said ; and, encouraged 
by this, he proceeded : — 

"Thus, m this wondrous world wherein we 
live, which is the "World of Nature, man h" 

h2 
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made unto liiinBelf another world hardly less 
wondrous, which is the World of Art. And it 
lies infolded and compassed about by the other, 

* And the clear region where 'twas born 
Round in itself encloses.' 

Taking this view of Art, I think we understand 
more easily the skill of the artist, and the dif- 
ference between him and the mere amateur. 
What we call miracles and wonders of Art are 
not so to him who created them ; for they were 
created by the natural movements of his own 
great souL Statues, paintings, churches, poems, 
are but shadows of himself ; — shadows in marble, 
colours, stone, words. He feels and recognises 
their beauty ; but he thought these thoughte and 
produced tnese thin^ as easily as inferior minds 
do thoughts and thmgs inferior ; perhaps more 
easily. Yague images and shapes of beauty 
floatm^ through the soul, the Semblance of things 
as yet mdefinite or ill-defined, and perfect only 
when put in Art — ^this Possible Intellect, as the 
Scholastic Philosophers have termed it, — the 
artist shares in common with us all. The lovers 
of Art are many. But the Active Intellect, the 
creative power, — the power to put these shapes 
and images in Art, to embody tne indefinite, and 
render perfect, — ^is his alone. He shares the 
gift with few. He knows not even whence nor 
how tbis is. He knows onlv that it is — ^that God 
has given the power which has been denied to 
others." 

" I should have known you were lust firom 
Grermany," said the lady, with a smile, " even 
if you had not told me so. You are an enthu- 
siast for the Germans. For my part, I cannot 
endure their harsh language." 

" You woxdd like it Mtter if you knew it 
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better/' answered Flemming. " It is not harsh 
to me, but homelike, hearty, and full of feeling, 
— ^like the sound of happy yoices at a fireside of 
a winter's night, when the wind blows, and the 
fire crackles, and hisses, and snaps. I do indeed 
loye the Germans ; the men are so hale and 
hearty, and the Frauleins so tender and true." 

** I always think of men with pipes and beer, 
and women with knitting-work." 

*' Oh ! those are English prejudices," exclaimed 
Flemming. " Nothing can be more " 

" And their very literature presents itself to 
my imagination under the same forms." . , . 

'* I see you have read only English criticisms, 
and have an idea that all German books smell, 
as one of your English critics says, ' of groceries, 
of brown papers, filled with greasy cakes and 
slices of bacon, and of fryings in frowsy back 
parlours :' and this shuts you out from a glorious 
world of poetry, romance, and dreams." 

Mary Ashburlton smiled ; and Flemming con- 
tinued to turn oyer the leayes of the sketch-book 
with an occasional criticism and witticism. At 
length he came to a leaf which was written in 
pencil. People of a liyely imagination are ge- 
nerally curious, and always so when a little in 
loye. 

" Here is a pencil sketch," said he, with an en- 
treating look, " which I would fain examine with 
the rest." 

" You may do so, if you wish ; but will find it 
the poorest sketch in the book. I was tjying 
one day to draw the picture of an artist's lite in 
Home, as it presented itself to my imagination ; 
and tiiis is tne result. Perhaps it may awaken 
some pleasant recollection in your mind." 

Flemming waited no longer, but read with the 
eyes of a loyer, not of a critic, the following de- 
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scripttion, which inspired him with a new en- 
thoBiasm for Art, and for Mary Ashburton : 

" I often reflect with delight upon the youn^ 
artist's life in Borne. A stranger from the cold 
and gloomy North, he has crossed the Alps, and, 
with the aeyotion of a pilgrim, journeyed to the 
Eternal City. He dwelfi, perhaps, npon the 
Fincian Hill ; and hardly a nouse there, which 
is not inhabited b^ artists from foreign lands. 
The very room he byes in has been their abode 
time out of mind. Their names are written all 
over the walls — ^perhaps some further record of 
them is left in a rough sketch upon the window- 
shutter, with an inscription and a date. These 
things consecrate the place, in his imagination. 
Even these names, though unknown to nim, are 
not without associations in his mind. 

" In that warm latitude he rises with the day. 
The night vapours are already rolling away over 
the Gampagna seaward. As he looks from his 
window, alK)ve and beyond their white folds he 
recognises the tremulous blue sea at Ostia. Over 
SoKwte rises the sun — over his own beloved 
mountain ; though no longer worshipped there, 
as of old. Before him, the antique house of 
Claude Lorrains casts its long, brown shadow 
down into the heart of modem Home. The citv 
lies still asleep and silent ; but above its darlc 
roofs more thaa two hundred steeples catch the 
sunshine on their gilded weathercocks. Pre- 
sently the bells begin to ring, and, as the artist 
listens to their pleasant chimes, he knows that in 
each of those churches, over the high altar, 
hangs a painting by some great master's hand, 
whose beauty comes between him and heaven, so 
that he cannot pray, but wonder only. 

** Among these works of art he passes the dav ; 
but oftenest in St. Peter's and the Vatican, tip 
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the vast marble staircase •— through the corri- 
dor Chiaramonti — ^through vestibules, galleries, 
chambers — he passes, as in a dream. All are 
filled with busts and statues, or painted in daring 
frescoes. What forms of strength and beauty ! 
what glorious creations of the human mind ! And 
in that last chamber of all, standing alone upon 
his pedestal, the Apollo found at Actium, in such 
a majestic attitude, with such a noble counte- 
nance, life-like, god-like ! 

'* Or perhaps he passes into the chambers of 
the painters, but goes no further than the second ; 
for in the middle of that chamber a large paint- 
ing stands upon the heavY easel, as if unfinished, 
though more than three hundred years ago the 
great artist completed it, and then laid his pencil 
away for ever, leaving this last benediction to the 
world. It is the Transfiguration of Christ, by 
!Raphael. A child looks not at the stars with 

S eater wonder than the artist at this painting, 
e knows how many studious years are in that 
picture. He knows the difficult path that leads 
to perfection, having himself taken some of the 
first steps. Thus he I'ecalls the hour when that 
broad canvas was first stretched upon its frame, 
and Eaphael stood before it, and laid the first 
colours upon it, and beheld the figures one by 
one bom mto life, and ' looked upon the work of 
his own hands with a smile, that it should have 
succeeded so well.' He recalls, too, the hour 
when, the task accomplished, the pencil dropped 
from the master's aying Land, and his eyefl 
closed to open on a more glorious transfiguration, 
and at length the dead Kaphael la^ in nis own 
studio before this wonderful painting, more 
glorious than any conqueror under the oanners 
and armorial hatchments of his fiineral. 

" Think you that such sights and thoughts as 
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tliese do not moye the heart of a yoxing man and 
an artist. And when he goes forth into the open 
air, the sun is going down, and the grey rains of 
an antique wond receive him. From the palace 
of the Caesars he looks down into the Forum, or 
towards the CoUseum ; or westward sees the last 
sunshine strike the bronze Archangel which 
stands upon the tomb of Adrian. He walks amid 
a world of Art in ruins. The very street lamps 
that light him homeward burn before some 
painted or scidptured image of the Madonna. 
What wonder is it, if dreams visit him in his 
sleep — nay, if his whole life seem to him a 
dream P What wonder if, with a feverish heart 
and quick hand, he strive to reproduce those 
dreams in marble or on canvas P" 

Foolish Paid Flemming! who both admired 
and praised this little sketch, and yet was too 
blind to see that it was written from the heart, 
and not from the imagination. Foolish Paul 
Flemming ! who thought that a girl of twenty 
could write thus without a reason. Close upon 
this followed another pencil sketch, which he 
likewise read, with her permission. It was 
this : — 

" The whole period of the Middle Ages seems 
very strange to me. At times I cannot persuade 
myself that such things could have been as his- 
tory tells us ; that such a strange world was a 
part of our world — ^that such a strange life was 
a part of the life which seems to us, who are 
livmg it now, so passionless and common-place. 
It is only when I stand amid ruined castles, that 
look at me so mournfully, and behold the heavy 
armour of old knights han^g upon the wainscot 
of Grothic chambers ; or when 1 walk amid the 
aisles of some dusky minster, whose walls are 
narrative of hoar antiquity, and whose very bells 
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hare been baptised, and see the caired oaken 
stalla in the cnoir where so many generations of 
monks have sat and snng, and the tombs where 
they now sleep in silence, to awake no more to 
their midnight psalms ; — ^it is only at such times 
that the history of the Middle Ages is a reality to 
me, and not a passage in romance. 

" Likewise the illuminated manuscripts of 
those ages haye something of this power of 
making the dead Past a hying I^sent in my 
mind. What curious figures are emblazoned on 
the creaking parchment, making its yellow leaves 
laugh with gay colours. You seem to come u]^n 
them unawares. Their faces haye an e3q>ression 
of wonder. They seem all to be just startled 
from their sleep by the sound you made when 
you unloosenea the brazen clasps, and opened 
the curiously caryed oaken covers, that turn on 
hinges, like the great gates of a city. To the 
building of that city some diligent monk gave 
the whole of a lon^ life. With what strange 
denizens he peopled it ! Adam and Eve standing 
under a tree, with apples in their hands ; the 
patriarch Abraham, with a tree growing out of 
his body, and his descendants sitting like owls 
upon its branches ; ladies with flowing locks of 
gold; knights in armour, with most fantastic, 
K>ng-toed snoes ; jousts and tournaments ; and 
Minnesingers, and lovers whose heads reach to 
the towers where their ladies sit : and all so 
angular, so naive, so childlike, — ^all in such simple 
attitudes, with such great eyes, and holding up 
Buoh long, lank fingers ! These things are 
characteristic of the Middle Ages, and persuade 
me of the truth of history." 

At this moment Berkley entered, with a Swiss 
cottage, which he had bought as a present for 
someoc^y's child in England, and a cane with a 

H 3 
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chamois horn on the end of it, which he had 
bought as a present for himself. This was the 
first time that Flemming had been sony to see 
the good-natured man, whose presence now in- 
terrupted the delightM conversation he was car- 
rying on " under four eyes" with Mary Ashbur- 
ton. He really thought him tedious, and won- 
dered it had never occurred to him before. Mrs. 
Ashbnrton, too, must needs lay down her book, 
and the conversation became general. Strange 
to say, the Swiss dinner-hour of one o'clock did not 
come a moment too soon for Flemming. It did 
not even occur to him that it was early ; for he 
was seated beside Mary Ashburton ; and at din- 
ner one can say so much without being over- 
heard. 



CHAPTEE VI. 

AFTER DINNEB, AND AFTEB THE MAKNEB OF THE 

BEST CBITIC8. 

When the learned Thomas Diafoirus wooed the 
fair Ang^lique, he drew from his pocket a medi- 
cal thesis, and presented it to her, as the first- 
fruits of his genius ; and at the same time invited 
her, with her father's permission, to attend the 
dissection of a woman, upon whom he was to 
lecture. Paul Flemming did nearly the same 
thing, and so often, that it had become a habit. 
He was continually drawing, from his pocket or 
his memory, some scrap of song or story, and 
inviting some fair Angdiique, either with her fa- 
ther's permission or without, to attend the dissec- 
tion of an author upon whom he was to lecture. 
He soon gave prooft of this to Mary Ashburton. 
" What books have we here for afternoon read- 
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ins ?" said Flemmine, taking a yolume from the 
table, when they had returned from the dining- 
room. " O, it is Uhland*s poems. Have you 
read any thing of his P He and Tieck are gene- 
rally considered the best living poets of Ger- 
many. They dispute the palm of superiority. 
Let me give you a lesson in German tnis after- 
noon. Miss Ashburton ; so that no one may ac- 
cuse you of ' omitting the sweet benefit of time, 
to clothe your age with angel-like perfection.* I 
hare opened at random upon the ballad of the 
Black Knight. Do you repeat the Grerman after 
me, and I will translate to you. Pfingsten war, 
das Fest der Freude .'" 

" I shoidd never persuade my unwilling lips to 
pronounce such sounds. So 1 beg you not to 
perplex me with your German, but read me the 
ballad in EngUsh." 

" Well, then, listen. I will improvise a trans- 
lation for your own particidar benefit : 

* 'T was Pentecost, the feast of gladness, 
When woods and fields put off all sadness, 
Thus began the king and spake, 
* So from the halls 
Of ancient Hof burg's walls, 
A luxuriant spring shall br^.' 

Drums and trumpets echo loudly, 

Wave the crimson banners proudly, 

From balcony the king looked on ; 

In the play of spears. 

Fell all the cavaliers, 

Before the monarch's stalwart son. 

To the barrier of the fight, 

Rode at last a sable knight. 

' Sir Knight ! your name and scutcheon ? say !' 

' Should I speak it here. 

Ye would stand aghast with fear ! 

Tm a prince of mighty sway !* 



/ 
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When he rode into the lists. 

The arch of heaven grew bhick with mists, 

And the castle 'gan to rock. 

At the first blow, I 

Fell the youth from saddle-bow, — ! 

Hardly rises from the shock. i 

Pipe and viol call the dances, 

Torchlight through the high halls glances, 

Waves a mighty shadow in ; 

With manner bland 

Doth ask the maiden's hand, 

Doth with her the dance begin : 

Danced in sable iron sark. 
Danced a measure weird and dark, 
Coldly clasped her limbs around. 
From breast and hair 
Down fall from her the fair 
Flowerets, faded, to the ground. 

To the sumptuous banquet came 

Every knight and every dame. 

'Twixt son and daughter all distraught, 

With mournful mind 

The ancient king reclined. 

Gazed at them in silent thought. 

Pale the children both did look, 
But the guest a beaker took : 

* Golden wine will make you whole V 
The children drank, 
Gave many a courteous thank : 

* O that draught was very cool l' 

Each the father's breast embraces. 
Son and daughter ; and their faces 
Colourless grow utterly. 
Whichever way 

Looks the fear-struck father grey, 
He beholds his children die. 

Woe ! the blessed children both 
Takest thou in the joy of youth : 
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Take me, too, the joyless fiitlier !' 
Spake the grim g:aest, 
From his hollow, cayemous breast : 
* Roses in the spring 1 gather !' " 

" That is, indeed, a striking; ballad !" said Miss 
Ashbnrton, " but rather too grim and ghostly for 
this dull afternoon." 

" It begins ioyousljr enough with the feast of 
Pentecost, and the crimson banners at the old 
castle. Then the contrast is well managed. The 
knight in black mail, and the waving m of the 
mighty shadow in the dance, and the dropping 
of the faded flowers, are all strikingly presented 
to the imagination. However, it tells its own 
story, and needs no explanation. Here is some- 
thing in a different vein, though still melancholy. 
The Castle by the Sea. Shall I read it P" 

" Yes, if you like." 

Flemming read^ 

" ' Hast thou seen that lordly castle, 

That castle by the sea } 
Golden and red above it 

The doads float gorgeously. 

* And fain it would stoop downward 

To the mirrored wave below ; 
And fain it would soar upward 
In the evening's crimson glow.' 

* Weil have 1 seen that castle, 

That castle by the sea, 
And the moon above it standing, 
And the mist rise solemnly.' 

' The winds and the waves of ocean. 

Had they a merry chime ? 
Didst thou hear, from those lofty chambers 

The harp and the minstrel's rhyme ?' 
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' The winds and the waves of ocean, 

They rested quietly ; 
But I heard on the gale a sound of wail, 

And tears came to mine eye/ 

* And sawest thou on the turrets 

The king and his royal bride, 
And the wave of their crimson mantles, 
And the golden crown of pride ? 

* Led they not forth, in rapture, 

A beauteous maiden there, 
Resplendent as the morning sun, 
Beaming with golden hair ?' 

* Well saw I the ancient parents, 

Without the crown of pride ; 
They were moving slow, in weeds of woe ; 
No maiden was by their side !' 

How do you like that P" 

" It is very graced, and pretty. But TJhland 
seems to leave a great deal to his reader's ima^- 
nation. AH, Mr readers should be poets them- 
selves, or they will hardly comprehend him. I con- 
fess I hardly understand the passage where he 
speaks of the castle's stooping downward to themir- 
x^red wave below, and then soaring upward into 
the gleaming sky. I suppose, however, he wishes 
-ta express the momentary illusion we experience 
fvhen beholding a perfect reflection of an old 
E^o^v-er in the sea. We look at it as if it were 
^€>t a mere shadow m the water ; and vet the real 
oyver rises far above, and seems to float in fhfl 

el, and yetfcPf'^^"'^ ^ oomnrehend and 
t,ij^i^y "= siiould find some diflSculty in ex- 

•' -Ajid why n« J 
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has yet been found for them. Thej gleam upon 
us beautifully through the dim twilight of fancy, 
and yet, when we brin^ them close to us, and 
hold them up to the liffht of reason, lose their 
beauty all at once ; as glow-worms, which gleam 
with such a spiritual Bght in the shadows of 
evening, when Drought in where the candles are 
lifi'hted, are found to be only worms, like so many 
oSiers." 

" Very true. We ought sometimes to be con- 
tent with feeling. Here, now, is an exquisite 
piece, which soouies one like the fail of evening 
shadows, — ^like the dewy coolness of twilight 
afler a sultir day. I sliall not give you a iMild 
translation of my own, because I have laid up in 
my memory another, which, though not very 
literal, equals the original in beauty. Observe 
how finely it commences. 

** Many a year is in its grave, - 
Since I crossed this restless wave ; 
And the evening, fair as ever, 
Shines on ruin, rock, and river. 

Then, in this same boat, beside, 
Sat two comrades old and tried : 
One with all a father's truth, 
One with all the fire of youth. 

One on earth in silence wrought, 
And his grave in silence sought ; 
But the younger, brighter form 
Passed in battle and in storm. 

So, whene'er I turn my eye 

Back upon the days gone by, 

Saddening thoughts of Mends come o'er me,— 

Friends, who closed their course before me. 

Yet what binds us, friend to friend, 
' But that soul with soul can blend ? 
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Soul-like were those hours of yore ! 
Let us walk in soul once more I 

Take, boatman, thrice thy fee ; 

Take, — I give it willingly ; 

For, invisible to thee, 

Spirits twain have crossed with me V 

" O, that is beautiful, — * beautiful exceed- 
ingly !' Who translated it P" 

"I do not know. I wish I could find him 
out. It is certainly admirably done ; though in 
the measure of the original there is something 
like the rocking motion of a boat, which is not 
preserved in the translation." 

" And is Uhland always so soothing and spi- 
ritual P" 

" Yes, he generaUv looks into the spirit-world. 
I am now trying to nnd here a little poem on the 
Death of a Country Clergyman, in which he in- 
troduces a striking picture. But I cannot turn 
to it. No matter. He describes the spirit of 
the good old man, returning to earth on a bright 
summer morning, and standing amid the golden 
com, and the red and blue flowers, and mildlj* 
greeting the reapers as of old. But there u 
nothing morbid in Uhland's mind. He is always 
fresh and invigorating, like a breezy morning. In 
this he differs entirely from such writers aa Salis 
and Matthisson.'' 

" And who are they P" 

" Two melancholy gentlemen to whom life was 
only a Dismal Swamp, upon whose mar^ they 
walked with cambric handkerchiefs in their hands, 
sobbing and sighing, and making signals to Death 
to come and ferry them over the lake. And now 
their spirits stand in the green fields of Grerman 
song, like two weeping-willows bending over a 
grave. To read their poems is like wandering 
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through a ylUaffe churchyard on a summer 
evening, reading the inBcriptione upon the graye- 
stones, and recalling sweet images of the de- 
parted ; while ahove you, 

' Hark ! in the holy grove of palms. 
Where the stream of life mns fre«. 

Echoes, in the angels' psalms, 
" SUtcr spirit ! haU to thee !" ' " 

" How musically those lines flow ! Are they 
Matthisson's P" 

" Yes, and they do indeed flow musically. I 
wish I had his poems here. I should like to read 
to you his Elegy on the E*uins of an Ancient 
Castle. It is an mutation of Gray's Elegy. You 
have been at Baden-Baden P" 

" Yes, last summer." 

" And have not forgotten ** 

" The old castle P Of course not. What a 
magnificent ruin it is !" 

" That is the scene of Matthisson's poem, and 
seems to have filled the melancholy oard with 
more than wonted inspiration." 

" I should very much like to see the poem, I 
remember that old ruin with so much delight." 

*' I am sorry I have not a translation of it for 
you. Instead of it I will give you a sweet and 
mournful poem from Salis. It is called the Song 
of the Silent Land : 

* Into the Silent Land ! 

Ah ! who shall lead us thither ? 

Clouds in the evening sky more darkly gather, 

And shattered wrecks he thicker on the strand, 

Who leads us with a gentle hand 

Thither, 0, thither. 

Into the silent Land ? 

Into the Silent J^and ! 

To you, ye boundless regions 
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Of all perfection ! Tender moming-vUions 

Of beautedus louls ! The Future^s pledge and band ! 

Who in Life*8 battle firm doth stand 

Shall bear Hope's tender blossoms 

Into the Silent Land ! 

O Land ! Land ! 

For all the broken-hearted, 

The mildest herald by our fate allotted 

Beckons, and with inverted torch doth stand, 

To lead us with a gentle hand 

Into the land of the great departed, 

Into the SUent Land !' 

Is not that a beautiful poomP** 

Mary Ashburton made no answer. She had 
turned away to hide her tears. Flemming won- 
dered that Berkley could say she was not beau- 
tiful Still he was rather pleased than offended 
at it. He felt at that moment how sweet a thing 
it would be to possess one who should seem 
beautiful to him alone, and yet to him be more 
beautiful than all the world beside ! How bright 
the world became to him at that thought ! It 
waa Uke one of those paintings in which all the 
%ht streams fVom the face of the Virgin. O, 
there is uothini; holier in this life of ours, than 
the fir^t consciousness of love — the first flutter- 
ing of its silken wii\gs — the first rising sound 
ana Kr^h of that wind which is so soon to 
swe^^p Ihroxi^h the soul> to purify or to destroy ! 

l^la histiVics teU us» that the *n«at Emperor 
CKaricuM^rue stamped his edicts with the hilt of 
his aw\\i\\. The gtnisiter emperar» Death, stamps 
his with the bW)e ; and they are signed and ex»- 
cuI^kI w iiK the same slroke^ Flemmiaff received 
thai ui^hl a letter (Kvn Heidelberg^ which told 
huH ihal KmuM <^ lUueMU was desML The £ite 
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of this poor girl affected him deeply, and ha aatd 
in his heart — 

" Father in hearen ! Why wat the lot of this 
weak and erring child so hard P What had she 
done, to be so tempted in her weakness, and 
fNsrish P Why didst thon suffer her gentle affec- 
tions to lead her thus astray P" 

And through the silence of the awful midnight, 
the Toioe of an avalanche answered from the dis- 
tant mountains, and seemed to say— 

" Peace ! peace ! Why dost thou question Gkni's 
proyidence I ' 



CHAPTEE Vn. 



TAKE CABB. 



Faib is the valley of Lauterbrunnen, with its 
green meadows and overhanging cliffs. The 
mined castle of IJnspunnen stands like an armed 
warder at the gate of the enchanted land. In 
cidm serenity the snowy mountains rise beyond. 
Fairer than the rocl^^of Balmarusa, yon frown- 
ing precipice looks down upon us ; and, from the 
topmost cliff, the white pennon of the Brook of 
Dust shimmers and waves in the sunny air ! 

It was a bright, beautiful morning afler night 
rain. Every dewdrop and raindrop had a whole 
heaven withm it ; and so had the heart of Paul 
Flemming, as with Mrs. Ashburton and her dark- 
eyed daughter he drove up the valley of Lauter- 
brunnen, — ^the Valley of Fountains-Only. 

« How beautiful the Jungfrau looks this morn- 
ing !" exclaimed he, looking at Mary Ashburton. 
^ohe thought he meant the mountain, and 
assented. But he meant her likewise. 

«* And the mountains beyond," he continued ; 
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<' the Monk and the Silver-horn, the Wetter- 
horn, the Schreck-hom, and the Schwarz-hom, 
all those Bublime apostles of Nature, whose ser- 
mons are avalanches. Did you ever behold any 
thinff^more grand P" 

"0 yes. Mont-Blanc is more grand, when 
yon behold it from the hills opposite. It was 
there that I was most moved by the magnificence 
of Swiss scenery. It was a morning like this ; 
and the clouds that were hovering alK^ut on their 
huge, shadowy wings, made the scene only the 
more magnificent. Before me lay the whole 
panorama of the Alps ; pine forests standing dark 
and solemn at the base of the mountains, and 
half way up a veil of mist, above which rose the 
snowy summits and sharp needles of rock, which 
seemed to float in the air, like a fairy world. 
Then the glaciers stood on either side, winding 
down through the mountain ravines ; and, high 
above all, rose the white, dome-like summit of 
Mont-Blanc. And ever and anon from the 
shroud of mist came the awful sound of an ava- 
lanche, and a continual roar, as of the wind 
through a forest of pines, filled the air. It was 
the roar of the Arve and Aveiron, breaking fix>m 
their icy fountains. Then the mists began to 
pass away ; and it seemed as if the whole firma- 
ment were rolling together. It recalled to my 
mind that sublime passage in the Apocalypse, ' 1 
saw a great white tnrone, and him that sat there- 
on ; before whose face the heavens and the earth 
fled away, and foimd no place 1* I cannot be- 
lieve that upon this earth there is a more magni- 
ficent scene." 

" It must be grand, indeed," replied Flemming. 
"And those mighty glaciers — huge monsters 
with bristling crests, creeping down into liie 
valley I for it is said they really move." 
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" Yes ; it filled me with a strange sensation of 
awe to think of this. They seemed to me like 
tiie dragons of Northern Romance, which come 
down from the mountains and devour whole vil- 
lages. A little hamlet in Chamonni was once 
abandoned by its inhabitants, terrified at the 
approach of the icy dragon. But it is possible 
you have never been at Chamouni P" 

" Never. The great marvel still remains un- 
seen by me." 

" Then how can you linger here so long P Were 
I in your place I would not lose an hour." 

These words passed over the opening blossoms 
of hope in the soul of Flemmmg IDlc a cold 
wind over the flowers in spring-time. He bore 
it as best he could, and changed the subject. 

I do not mean to describe the Valley of Lau- 
terbrunnen, nor the bright day passed there. I 
know that my gentle reader is blessed with the 
divine gift of a poetic fancy, and can see already 
how the mountains rise, and the torrents fall, 
and the beautiful valley lies between ; and how, 
along the dusty road, the herdsman blows his 
horn, and travellers come and ^o in charabans, 
like Punch and Judy in a show-box. He knows 
already how romantic ladies sketch romantic 
scenes ; and how cold meat tastes under the 
shadow of trees ; and how time flies when we are 
in love, and the beloved one near. One little 
incident I must, however, mention, lest his fancy 
should not suggest it. 

Flemming was still sitting with the ladies, on 
the green slope near the Staubbach, or Brook of 
Dust, when a young man clad in green came 
down the valley. It was a German mechanic, 
with flaxen ringlets hanging over his shoidders, 
and a guitar in his hand. His step was free and 
elastic, and his countenance wore the joyous 
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expression of youth and health. He approached 
the company with a courteous salutation : and, 
after the manner of travelling apprentices, asked 
chari^ with the confident air of one unaccus- 
tomed to refusal. Nor was he refused in this 
instance. The presence of those we love makes 
us compassionate and generous. Elemming gave 
him a piece of gold ; and after a short conversa- 
tion he seated mmself, at a little distance, on the 
grass, and began to plav and sing. Wonderful 
and many were the soft accords and plaintive 
sounds that came from that little instrument, 
touched by the student's hand. Every feeling of 
the human heart seemed to find an expression 
there, and awaken a kindred feeling in the hearts 
of those who heard him. He sang stranee Ger- 
man songs, so full of longing, and of pleasing 
sadness, and hope and fear, and passionate desire, 
and soiil-subdumg sorrow, that the tears came 
into Mary Ashburton's eyes, though she under- 
stood not the words he sang. Then his counte- 
nance slowed with triumph, and he beat the 
strings like a drum, and sang — 

** 0, how the drum beats so loud ! 
Close beside me in the fight, 
My dying brother says, Good night ! 
And the cannon's avrful breath 
Screams the loud halloo of Death ! 

And the drum, 

And the drum 

Beats so loud !" 

Many were the words of praise when the 

young musician ended ; and, as he rose to de- 

part, they still entreated for one song more. 

Whereupon he played a lively prelu& ; and, 

looking mil into Flemming's face, sanff with a 

pleasant smile, and still in German, uiis little 
song — 
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** I know a maiden, fidr to see ; 

Take care! 
She can both false and friendly be. 

Beware I Beware I 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee ! 

She has two eyes, so soft and brown ; 

Take care ! 
She giiyes a side-glance and looks down. 

Beware ! Beware I 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee ! 

And she has hair of a golden hue ; 

Take care! 
And what she says, it is not true. 

Beware! Beware! 

Trust her not. 
She is fooling thee ! 

She has a bosom as white as snow ; 

Take care ! 
She knows how much it is best to show. 

Beware! Beware! 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee ! 

She gives thee a garland woven fair ; 

Take care! 
It is a fool's-cap for thee to wear. 

Beware! Beware! 

Trust her not. 
She is fooling thee I" 

Tke last stanza lie sung in a laughing, tri- 
unpliaiit tone, which resounded above the loud 
<mr|» oi Ilia (piitar, like the jeering laugh of Till 
Sulenspiegel. TEen sHng^bg his guitar over his 
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shoulder, lie took off his green cap, and made a 
leg to the ladies, in the style of Gil Bias ; waved 
hijB hand in the air, and walked quickly down the 
valley, singing " Ad^ ! Ad^ ! Aa^ !" 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE FOUNTAIN OF OBLIVION. 

The power of magic in the middle Ages created 
monsters, who foUowed the unhappy magician 
every where. The power of love m all ages 
creates angels, who likewise follow the happy or 
unhappy lover everywhere, even in his dreams. 
By sudii an angel was Paul Flemming now haunt- 
ed, both when he waked and when he slept. He 
walked as in a dream, and was hardly conscious 
of the presence of those around him. A sweet 
face looked at him from every page of every book 
he read — ^and it was the face of Mary Ashburton ! 
A sweet voice spoke to him in every sound he 
heard — ^and it was the voice of Mary Ashburton ! 
Day and night succeeded each other, with plea- 
sant intercluinge of light and darkness ; but to 
him the passing of tmie was only as a dream. 
When he arose m the morning, he thought only 
of her, and wondered if she were yet awake ; 
and when he lay down at night lie thought only 
of her, and how, like the Lady Christabel, 

" Her gentle limbs she did undress, 
And lay down in her loveliness." 

And the livelong day he was with her, either in 
reality, or in day-dreams hardly less real; for, 
in each delirious vision of his waking hours, her 
beauteous form passed like the form of Beatrice 
through Dante's heaven y and as he lay in the 
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eammer afternoon, and heard at times the sound 
of the wind in the trees, and the sound of Sab- 
bath bells ascending up to heaven, holy wishes 
and prayers ascended with them from his inmost 
soul, beseeching that he might not love in vain ! 
And whenever, in silence and alone, he looked 
into the silent, lonely countenance of Night, he 
recalled the impassioiied lines of Plato— 

" Lookest thou at the stars ? If I T^ere heaven, 
With all the eyes of heaven would I look down on thee !" 

O, how beautiful it is to love ! Even thou, that 
sneerest at this page, and laughest in cold indiffer- 
ence or scorn if others are near thee, thou, too, 
must acknowledge its truth when thou art alone; 
and confess that a foolish world is prone to laugh 
in public at what in private it reveres, as one of 
the highest impulses of our nature, namely, 
Love I 

One by one the objects of our affection depart 
from us. But our affections remain, and like 
vines stretch forth their broken, wounded ten- 
drils for supj)ort. The bleeding heart needs a 
balm to heal it ; and there is none but the love 
of its kind — none but the affection of a human 
heart ! Thus the wounded, broken affections of 
Flemming began to lifl themselves from the dust 
and cling around this new object. Days and 
weeks passed ; and, like the Student Crisostomo, 
he ceased to love, because he began to adore. 
And with this adoration mingled the prayer, that, 
in that hour when the world is still, and the 
voices that praise are mute, and reflection cometh 
like twilight, and the maiden, in her day-dreams, 
counted the number of her friends, some voice 
in the sacred silence of her thoughts might whis- 
per his name ! 

They were sitting together one morning, on 

I 
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the green, flowery meadow, under the minci of 
Burg Unspunnen. She was sketching the rains. 
The oirds were singing, one and all, as if there 
were no axMng hearts, no sin nor sorrow in the 
world. So motionless was the bright air, that 
the shadow of the trees lay engraven on the 
grass. The distant snow-peaks sparkled in the 
sun, and nothing frowned, save the square tower 
of the old ruin above them. 

"What a pity it is," said the lady, as she 
stopped to rest her weary fingers ; " wnat a pity 
it is, that there is no old tradition connected wita 
this ruin." 

" I will make you one, if you wish," said Flem- 
ming. 

" Can you make old traditions P" 

" O, yes ; I made three the other day about 
the Elune, and one yery old one about the Black 
Forest. A lady with disheTelled hair ; a robber 
with a horrible slouched hat ; and a night storm 
among the roaringpines." 

" Delightful 1 Do make one for me." 

" With the greatest pleasure. Where will you 
have the scene P Here, or in the Black Forest P" 

" In the Black Forest, by all means ! Begin." 

" I will tmite this ruin and the forest together. 
But first promise not to interrupt me. if you 
snap the golden threads of thought, they will 
float away on the air like the film of the gossa- 
mer, and I shall never be able to recover tnem." 

•* I promise." 

" Listen, then, to the Tradition of *Thb Foun- 
tain or Oblivion.'" 

"Begin." 

Flemming was reclining on the flowery turf at 
the lady's feet, looking up with dreamy eyes into 
her sweet face, and then into the leaves of the 
linden trees overhead. 
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*' Gentle lady ! dost thou remember the linden 
trees of Btilach, those tall and stately trees, with 
velvet down upon their shinins leaves, and rustic 
benches underneath their overhanging eaves P A 
leafy dwelling, fit to be the home of elf or fairy, 
where first I told my love to thee, thou cold and 
stately Hermione ! A little peasant girl stood 
near, and listened all the while, with eyes of won- 
der and delight, and an unconscious smile, to hear 
the stranger still speak on in accents deep yet 
mild, — ^none else was with us in that hour, save 
God and that little child !" 

" Why, it is in rhyme I" 

** No, no ! the rhyme is only in your imagina- 
tion. You promised not to interrupt me; and 
you have already snapped asunder the gossamer 
threads of as sweet a dream as was ever spun 
from a poet's brain." 

" It certainly did rhyme." 

** This was the reverie of the student Hiero- 
nymus, as he sat at midnight in a chamber of 
this old tower, with his hands clasped together, 
and resting upon an open volume, which he should 
have been reading. His pale face was raised, 
and the pupils of ms eyes mlated as if the spirit- 
world were open before him, and some beauteous 
vision were standing there, and drawing the stu- 
dent's soul throueh his eyes up into heaven, as 
the evening sxm, 'Uirough parting simmier clouds, 
seems to draw into its oosom the vapours of the 
earth. O, it was a lovely vision ! I can see it 
before me now ! 

''Near the student stood an antique bronze 
lamp, with strange figures carred upon it. It 
was a magic lamp, which once belonged to the 
Arabian astrologer El Geber, in Spain. Its light 
was beautiful as the light of stars ; and, night 
after night, as the lonely wight sat alone and read 

x2 
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in this loflt^ tower, through the mist, and mb*k, 
and dropping rain, it streamed out into the dark- 
ness, and was seen by many wakefcd eyes. To 
the poor Student Hieronymus it was a wonderful 
Aladdin's Lamp, for in its flame a Divinity re- 
vealed herself unto him, and showed him trea- 
sures. Whenever he opened a ponderous, anti* 
quated tome, it seemed as if some angel opened 
for him the gates of Paradise ; and already he 
was known m the land as Hieronymus the 
iJeamed. 

" But, alas ! he could read no more. The charm 
was broken. Hour after hour he passed, with 
his hands clasped before him, and nis fair eyes 
gazing at vacancy. What could so disturb the 
studies of this melancholy wight P Lady, he was 
in love ! Have you ever been in love P He had 
seen the face of the beautifU Hermione ; and as, 
when we have thoughtlessly looked at the sim, 
our dazzled eyes, though closed, behold it still, 
so he beheld by day and by night the radiant 
miage of her upon whom he nad too rashly ga^ed. 
Alas ! he was unhappy, for the nroud H!ermione 
disdained the love or a poor student, whose only 
wealth was a magic lamp. Li marble halls, and 
amid the gay crowd that worshipped her, she had 
almost forgotten that such a being lived as the 
Student Hieronymus. The adoration of his heart 
had been to her only as the perfume of a wild 
flower, which she haa carelessly crushed with her 
foot in passing. But he had lost all ; for he had 
lost the quiet of his thoughts ; and his a^tated 
soul reflected only broken and distorted miages 
of things. The world laughed at the poor stu- 
dent, who, in his threadbare cassock, dared to 
lift his eyes to the Lady Hermione ; while he sat 
alone in his desolate chamber, and suffered in 
silence. He remembered many things which ha 



HYPKBIOK. 173 

would fain liave forgotten ; but which, if he had 
forgotten them, he would have wished again to 
remember. Such were the linden trees of Sulach, 
under whose pleasant shade he had told his love 
to Hermione. This was the scene which he 
wished most to forget, yet loved most to remem- 
ber ; and of this he was now dreaming, with his 
hands clasped upon his book, and that music in 
his thoughts, which you, Lady, mistook for 
rhyme. 

" Suddenly, with a melancholy clang, the con- 
vent clock s^ck twelve. It roused the Student 
Hieronymus from his dream; and rang in his 
ears, like the iron hoofs of the steeds of Time. 
The magic hour had come, when the divinity of 
the lamp most willingly revealed herself to her 
votary. The bronze figures seemed alive; a 
white cloud rose from the flame and spread itself 
through the chamber, whose four walls dilated 
into magnificent cloud-vistas ; a fragrance, as of 
wild-flowers, filled the air ; and a dreamy music, 
like distant, sweet-chiming bells, annoimced the 
approach of the midnight divinity. Through his 
streaming tears the heart-broken Student beheld 
her once more descending a pass in the snowy 
cloud-mountains, as at evening the dewy Hes- 
perus comes from the bosom or the mist, and as- 
sumes his station in the sky. At her approach 
his spirit grew more calm ; for her presence was, 
to his feverish heart, like a tropical night, — ^beau- 
tiful and soothing and invigorating. At length 
she stood before nim, revealed in afl her beauty, 
and he comprehended the visible language of her 
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hands, and smiling through his tears. *lhe 
Student Hieronymus imploreth peace !' * Th- 
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eo,* said the spirit, ' go to the Fonntaiii of Ob- 
uvion, in the deepest solitude of the Black 
Forest, and cast this scroll into its waters, and 
thou shalt be at peace once more/ Hieronymus 
opened his arms to embrace the divinity, for her 
countenance assumed the features of Hermione ; 
but she yanished away ; the music ceased ; the 
gorgeous cloud-land sank and fell asunder ; and 
me Student was alone within the four bare walls 
of his chamber. As he bowed his head down- 
ward, his eye fell upon a parchment scroll, which 
was lying beside the lamp Upon it was ^tten 
only the name of Hermione I 

" The next morning Hieronymus put the scroll 
into his bosom, and went his way in search of the 
Fountain of Oblivion. A few days brought him 
to the skirts of the Black Forest. He entered, 
not without a feeling of dread, that land of sha- 
dows ; and passed onward imder melancholy pines 
and cedars, whose branches grew abroad and 
mingled together, and, as they swayed up and 
down, filled the air with solemn twilight and a 
sound of sorrow. As he advanced into the forest, 
the waving moss hung, like curtains, from the 
branches overhead, and more and more shut out 
the light of heaven ; and he knew that the Foun- 
tain of Oblivion was not far off. Even then the 
sound of faUing waters was mingled with the roar 
of the pines above him ; and ere long he came 
to a river, moving in solemn maiesty through the 
forest, and falling with a dull, leadfen sound into 
a motionless and stagnant lake, above which the 
branches of the forest met and mingled, forming 
perpetual night. This was the Fountain of Ob 
livion. 

**npon its brink the Student paused, and 

fazed into the dark waters with a stedfast look, 
'hey were limpid waters, dark with shadows only. 
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And as lie gazed, he beheld, far down in their 
silent depths, dim and ill-defined outlines, waver- 
ing tx) and fro, like the folds of a white garment 
in the twilight. Qlien more distinct and perma- 
nent shapes arose, — shapes familiar to his mind, 
yet forgotten and remembered a^ain, as the frag- 
ments of a dream ; till at length, far, far below 
him he beheld the great City of the Past, with 
silent marble streets, and moss-grown walls, and 
spires npnsing with a wave-like, flickering mo- 
tion. And, amid the crowd that thronged those 
streets, he beheld faces once familiar and dear to 
him ; and heard sorrowM, sweet yoices singing— 
' O, forget ns not ! forget ns not !' and then the 
distant mournful sound of funeral bells, that were 
toUing below, in the City of the Past. But in the 
gardens of that city there were children playing, 
and among them one who wore his features ajs 
they had been in childhood. He was leading a 
little girl by the hand, and caressed her often, 
and adomed her with flowers. Then, like a 
dream, the scene changed, and the boy had 
grown older, and stood alone, gazine into the sky ; 
and, as he gazed, his countenance dianged again, 
and Hieronymus beheld him, as if it had been 
his own image in the clear water ; and before him 
stood a beauteous maiden, whose face was like 
the face of Hermione, and he feared lest the 
scroll had fallen into the water as he bent over it. 
Starting, as from a dream, he put lus hand into 
his bosom, and breathed freely again, when he 
found the scroll still there. He drew it forth, 
and read the blessed name of Hermione, and the 
city beneath T^itn vanished away, and the air 
grew fragrant as with the breath of May-flowers, 
and a light streamed through the shadowy forest 
and gleamed upon the l^e ; and the Student 
Hieronymus pressed the dear name to his lips. 
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and exclaimed, with streaming eyes — * O, scorn 
me as thou wilt, still, still will I love tliee ; and 
thy name shall irradiate the gloom of my life, 
and make the waters of oblivion smile !' And 
the name was no longer Hermione, but was 
changed to Mary; and the Student Hierony- 
mus — ^is lying at your feet ! O, gentle lady ! 

* 1 did hear you talk 
Far above singing ; after you were gone, 
I grew acquainted with my heart, and searched 
"^at stirred it so I Alas ! I found it love/ " 



CHAPTEE IX. 

A TALK ON THE STAIRS. 

No ! I will not describe that scene ; nor how 
pale the stately lady sat on the border of the 
green, sunny meadow ! The hearts of some wo- 
men tremble like leaves at every breath of love 
which reaches them, and then are still again. 
Others, like the ocean, are moved only by the 
breath of a storm, and not so easily lulled to 
rest. And such was the proud heart of Mary 
Ashburton. It had remained unmoved by the 
presence of this stranger ; and the sound of his 
footsteps and his voice excited in it no emotion. 
He had deceived himself! Silently they walked 
homeward through the green meadow. The very 
sunshine was sad ; and the rising wind through 
the old ruin above them soundea in his ears like 
a hollow laugh ! 

Flemming went straight to his chamber. On 
the way he passed the walnut trees under which 
he had first seen the face of Mary Ashburton. 
Involuntarily he closed his eyes. Ijiej were full 



HTPESIOV. 177 

of tears. Oh, there are places in this, fair world 
which we never wish to see again, however dear 
they may be to ns ! The towers of the old Fran* 
ciscan convent never looked so gloomily as then, 
though the bright summer sun was shming full 
upon them. 

In his chamber he found Berkley. He was 
looking out of the window, whistling. 

" Tms evening I leave Interlachen for ever,*' 
said Flemming, rather abruptly. 

Berkley stared. 

" Indeed ! Pray what is the matter P You look 
as pale as a ghost !'* 

** And have good reason to look pale," replied 
Flemming, bitterly. " Hoffinan says, in one of 
his note-books, that on the eleventh of March, at 
half-paflt eight o'clock, precisely, he was an ass. 
That is what I was this morning, at half-past ten 
o'clock, precisely, and am now, and I suppose 
always shall be. ' 

He tried to laugh, but could not. He then 
related to Berkley the whole story, from begin* 
ningto end. 

''This is a miserable piece of business 1" ex- 
claimed Berkley, when he nad finished. " Strange 
enough ! And yet I have lon^ ceased to marvel 
at the caprices of women. Did not Pan capti- 
vate the chaste Diana P Did not Titania love Nick 
Bottom, with his ass's head P Do you thipk that 
maiden's eyes are no longer touched with the 
juice of love-in-idleness P Take my word for it, 
she is in love with somebody else. There must 
be some reason for this. No ; women never 
have any reasons, except their wilL But never 
mind. "Keev a stout he^rt. Care killed a cat. 
After all— what is sheP Who is sheP Only 
a " 

** Hush ! hush !" exclaimed Flemming, in great 

I 3 
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excitement. "Not one word more, I beseecli 
you. Do not think to console me by depreciating 
her. She is very dear to me still — a Deautiful, 
high-minded, noble woman." 

" Yes," answered Berkley, " that is the way 
with you all, you young men. You see a sweet 
face, or a something, you know not what, and 
flickering reason says, Good night; Amen to 
common sense. The imagination invests the be- 
loved object with a thousand superlative charms ; 
adorns her with all the purple and fine linen, all 
the rich apparel and furniture, of human nature. 
I did the same when I was young. I was once 
as desperately in love as you are now, and went 
through all tne 

* Delicious deaths, soft exhalations 
Of soul ; dear and divine annihilations, 
A thousand unknown rites 
Of joys, and rarefied delights.' 

I adored, and was rejected. *You are in love 
with certain attributes,' said the lady. ' Damn 
your attributes, madam,' said I; 'I know no- 
thing of attributes.' * Sir,' said she, with dig- 
nity, * you have been drinking.' So we parted. 
She was married afterwards to another, who knew 
something about attributes, I suppose. I have 
seen her once since, and only once. She had a 
baby in a yellow gown. I hate a baby in a yel- 
low gown. How glad I am she did not marry 
me. One of these days you will be glad you 
have been rejected. Take my word for it." 

" All that does not prevent my lot froia being 
a very melancholy one !" said Flemming, sadly. " 
. " O, never mind the lot," cried Berkley, laugh- 
ing, " so long as you don't get Lot's wife. If 
the cucumber is bitter, throw it away, as the 
'^^ulosopher Marcus Antoninus says, in his Medi- 
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tations. Forget her, and all will be aa if you had 
not known her." 

" I shall never forget her," renlied Flemming, 
rather solemnly. " Not my pride, but my affec- 
tiona, are wounded ; and the wound is too deep 
ever to heal. I shall carry it with me always. I 
enter no more into the world, but will dwell only 
in the world of my own thoughts. All great and 
unusual occurrences, whether of joy or sorrow, 
lift us above this earth, and we should do well 
always to preserve this elevation. Hitherto I 
have not done so. But now I will no more de- 
scend ; I will sit apart, and above the world, with 
my moumftd, yet holy thoughts," 

" Whew ! X ou had better go into society ; the 
whirl and delirium will cure you in a week. If 
you find a lady who pleases you very much, and 
you wish to marry her, and she will not listen to 
such a horrid thing, I see but one remedy, which 
is, to find another who pleases you more, and who 
will listen to it." 

" No, my friend ; you do not understand my 
character,' said Flemming, shaking his head. 
'* I love this woman with a deep and usting affec- 
tion. I shall never cease to love her. This may 
be madness in me ; but so it is. Alas and alas ! 
Paracelsus of old wasted life in trying to discover 
its elixir, which after all turned out to be alcohol ; 
and instead of being made immortal upon earth, 
he died drunk on the floor of a tavern. The 
like happens to many of us. We waste our best 
years in distilling the sweetest flowers of life into 
love potions, which, after all, do not immortalise, 
but only intoxicate us. By Heaven ! we are all 
of us mad !" 

" But are you sure the case is utterly hope- 
less?" 

"Utterly! utterly!" 
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"And yet I perceive yon have not laid aside 
all hope. You still flatter yourself that the 
lady's heart may change. The ^eat secret of 
happiness consists not in enjcmnff, but in re- 
nouncing. But it is hard, very hard. Hope has 
as many lives as a cat or a king. I dare say you 
have heard the old proverb, 'The king never 
dies.' But perhaps you have never heard, that 
at the court of I^aples, when the dead body of a 
monarch lies in state, his dinner is carried up to 
him as usual, and the court physician tastes it to 
see that it be not poisoned, ana then the servants 
bear it out again, saying, 'The king does not 
dine to-day.' Hope m our souls is king; and 
we also say, ' The king never dies.' Even when 
in reality he lies dead within us, in solema 
mockery we offer him his accustomed food, but 
are constrained to say, ' The king does not dine 
to-day.' It must be an evil day, indeed, when a 
king of Naples has no heart for his dinner ! but 
you yourself are a proof that the king never 
dies. Yon aw feeding your long, althoogh you 
say he is dead. 

" To show you that I do not wish to cherish 
hope," replied Flemming, ** I shall leave Inter* 
humen to-monrow morning. I am going to the 
Tyrol." 

" You are right," said Berkley ; " there is no- 
thing BO good K>r sorrow as rapid motion in the 
open air. I shall go with you ; though probably 
your conversation will not be very various — no- 
thin g b ut Edward and Kunigunde." 

" What do you mean by that P" 

** Go to Berlin, and you will find out. How- 
ever« jesting apart, I will do all I can to cheer 
you, and make you forget the Dark Ladie, and 
this untoward accident.* 

" Accident 1" said Flemming, "This is no 



HTPBBIOV. 181 



accident, bnt God's proyidenoe, which bTOUght 
118 together, to punish me for my sins." 

" O, my friend," intemrpted Berkley, " if you 
see the finder of Providence so distinctly in 
erery part of your life, you will end by thinking 
yourself an Apostle and Envoy Extraordinary. 
I see nothing so very uncommon in what has 
hap pene d to you." 

" what ! not when our souls are so akin to 
each other ! when we seemed so formed to be 
together— to be one !" 

" I have often observed," replied Berkley, 
coldly, ** that those who are of kindred souls 
rarely wed together ; almost as rarely as those 
who are akin by blood. Therefore, mad lover, 
do not think to persuade thyself and thy scomiul 
lady that you have kindred souls ; but rather the 
contrary — ^that you are much unlike, and each 
wanting in those qualities which most mark and 
distinguish the other. Trust me, thy courtship 
will then be more prosperous. But ^ood morn- 
ing. I must prepare for this sudden journey." 

On the following morning Flemming and 
Berkley started on Sieir way to Innsbru^, like 
Huon of Bordeaux and Soherasmin on their way 
to Babylon. Berkley's self-assumed duty was 
to console his compamon ; a duty which he per- 
formed like an old Spanish Matadora, a woman 
whose business was to attend the sick, and put 
her elbow into the stomach of the djing to 
shorten their agony. 
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Sooit t|)e droutt](). 



* Mortal, they softly say. 

Peace to thy heart ! 
We, too, yes, mortal. 

Have been as thou art ; 
Hope-lifted, doubt-depressed, 

Seeing^ in part. 
Tried, troubled, tempted. 

Sustained,— as thou art." 



CHAPTER I. 

A MISERERE. 

In the Orlando Innamorato, Malagigi, the necro- 
mancer, puts all the company to sleep by reading 
to them from a book. Some books have this 
power of themselves, and need no necromancer. 
Fearing, gentle reader, that mine may be of this 
kind, I^ve provided these introductory chapters, 
from time to time, like stalls or Misereres in a 
church, with flowery canopies and poppy-heads 
over them, where thou mayest sit down and 
sleep. 

^o, — the figure is not a bad one. This book 
does somewhat resemble a minster, in the Eo- 
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manesque style, with pinnacleB, and flying but- 
tresses, and roofs, 

" Gargoyled with greyhounds, and with many lions 
Made of fine gold, with divers sundry dragons.'' 

You step into its shade and coolness ont of the 
hot streets of life ; a mysterious light streams 
through the painted glass of the marygold win- 
dows, staining the cusps and crumpled leaves of 
the window shafts, and the cherubs and holy- 
water stoups below. Here and there is an image 
of the Virgin Mary ; and other images, " in di- 
vestures, called weepers, stand in housings made 
about the tomb ;" and, above all, swells the vast 
dome of heaven, with its star-moiddin^s, and the 
flaming constellations, like the mosaics in the 
dome of St. Peter's. Have you not heard funeral 
psaLns from the chantry P Have you not heard 
the sound of church bells, as I promised? mys- 
terious sounds from the Past and Future, as 
from the belfries outside the cathedral; even 
such a moumfiil, mellow, watery peal of bells, 
as is heard sometimes at sea, from cities afar off 
below the horizon P 

1 know not how this Eomanesque, and at times 
flamboyant, style of architecture may please the 
critics. They may wish, perhaps, that I had 
omitted some of my many ornaments — ^my ara- 
besques, and roses, and &ntastic spouts, and 
holy-roods, and Galilee-steeples. But would it 
then have been Bomanesque P 

But perhaps, gentle reader, thou art one of 
those who think the days of romance gone for 
ever. Believe it not I O, believe it not ! Thou 
hast at this moment in thy heart as sweet a ro- 
mance as was ever written. Thou art not less a 
woman, because thou dost not sit aloft in a tower, 
with a tassel-gentle on thy wrist ! G^iou art not 
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less a man, because thou wearest no hauberk, 
nor mail-sark, and goest not on horseback after 
foolish adventures T Eveiy one has a romance 
in his own heart. All that hafl blessed or awed 
the world lies there ; and 

** The oracle within him, that which lives. 
He must invoke and qnestlGn, — ^not dead books. 
Not ordinances, not mould-rotten papers." 

Sooner or later, some passages of every one's 
romance must be written either in words or ac- 
tions. They will proclaim the truth ; for Truth 
is thought which has assumed its appropriate 
garment, either of words or actions ; wnue False- 
hood is thought which, disguised in words or actions 
not its own, comes before the blind old world, as 
Jacob came before the patriarch Isaac, clothed in 
the goodly raiment of his brother Esau. And the 
worm, like the patriarch, b often deceived ; for, 
though the voice isJacob's voice^et the hands are 
the hands of Esau, and the False takes away 
the birthright and the blessing from the True. 
Hence it is that the world so oft^n lift» up its 
voice and weeps. 

That very pleasing and fanciftd Chinese ro- 
mance, the Shadow in the Water, ends with the 
hero's marrying both the heroines. I hope mj 
gentle reader feels curious to know the end of tius 
romance, which is a shadow upon the earth ; and 
see whetlier there be any marriage at all in it. 

That is the very point I am now thinking of, 
as I sit here at my pleasant chamber window, 
and enjoy the balmy air of a bright summer 
morning, and watdi the motions of the golden 
robin, l£at sits on its swinging nest on the outer- 
most pendulous branch of yonder elm. The 
broad meadows and the steel-blue river remind 
me of the meadows of Unterseen, and the river 
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Aar ; and beyond them rise magnificent snow- 
white clouds, piled up like Alps. Thus the 
shades of Washington and William Tell seem to 
walk together in these Elysian Fields; for it 
was here that in days long gone our great patriot 
dwelt ; and yonder clouds so much resemble the 
snowy Alps, that they remind me irresistibly of 
the Swiss. Koble examples of a high pur^se 
and a fixed will ! Do they not move, Hyperion- 
like, on high P Were they not likewise sons of 
Heaven and Earth P 

Nothing can be more lovely than these sum- 
mer mommgs, nor than the southern window at 
which I sit and write, in this old mansion, which 
is like an Italian villa. But O, this lassitude, — 
this weariness,— when all around me is so bright! 
I have this morning a singular I longing for 
fiowers; a wish to stroll among the roses and 
carnations, and inhale their breath, as if it would 
revive me. I wish I knew the man who called 
fiowers " the fugitive poetry of Nature." From 
this distance, &om these scholastic shades, from 
this leafy, blossoming, and beautiful Cambridge, 
I stretch forth my h^md to grasp his, as the hand 
of a poet ! — ^Yes ; this morning I woidd rather 
stroll with him among the gay fiowers, than sit 
here and write. I feel so weary ! 

Old men with their staves, says the Spanish 

S>et, are ever knocking at the door of the grave, 
ut I am not old. The Spanish poet might have 
included the young also. No matter ! Courage, 
and forward! The romance must be finished, 
and finished soon. 

O, thou poor auihorling! Beach a little deeper 
into the human heart ! ' Touch those strings, — 
touch those deeper strings, and more boldfy, or 
the notes wiU. die away like whispers, and no ear 
shall hear them, save thine own ! And, to cheer 
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thy solitary labour, remember that the secret 
studies of an author are the sunken piers upon 
which is to rest the bridge of his fame, spanning 
the dark waters of Obfivion. They are out of 
sight ; but without them no superstructure can 

stand secure ! 

And now, reader, since the sermon is over, 
and we are still sitting here in this Miserere, let 
us read aloud a page from the old parchment 
manuscript on the lettem before us ; let us smg 
it through these duskv aisles, like a Gregorian 
xjhant, and startle the sleeping congregation ! 

" I have read of the great nver Eunpus, which 
ebbeth and floweth seven times a day, and wim 
such violence, that it carrieth ships upon it, with 
full sail, directly against the wind. Seven times 
in an hour ebbeth and floweth rash opinion, in 
the torrent of indiscreet and troublesome appre- 
hensions, carrying critic calumny and squint-eyed 
detraction mainly against the wind of wisdom 
and judgment." 

Xn secula seculomin ! Amen ! 



CHAPTEE n. 

CUBFBW BELLS. 



voice IS Stem and harsh, but it is the voice of a 
friend I O, there is something sublime in calm 
endurance, something sublime in the resolute, 
nxedpurpose of suffering without complaining, 
wiuch. makes disappointment oftentimes better 
th^ success I 

•*-he Emperor Isaac Angelus made a treaty 
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^th Saladin, and tried to porchase tlie holy 
sepulchre witii gold. ILichard liion-heart scorned 
stioh alliance, and sought to recover it by battle. 
Th^s do weak minds make treaties with the pas- 
rnons they cannot oyercome, and try to purchase 
happiness at the expense of principle. But the 
resolute will of a strong man scorns such means, 
and struggles nobly with his foe to achieve great 
deeds. Ijierefore, whosoever thou art that sufier- 
est, try not to dissipate thy sorrow by the breath 
of the world, nor drown its voice in thoughtless 
merriment. It is a treacherous peace uiat is 
purchased by indulgence. Bather take this sor- 
row to thy heart, and make it a part of thee, and 
it shall nourish thee till thou art strong again. 

The shadows of the mind are like those of the 
body. In the morning of life they all lie behind 
US ; at noon we trample them under foot; and in 
the evening they stretch long, broad, and deep- 
ening before us. Are not, then, the sorrows of 
childhood as dark as those of age P Are not the 
morning shadows of life as deep and broad as 
those of its evening P Yes : but morning sha- 
dows soon fade away, while those of evening 
reach forward into the night, and mingle with 
the coming darkness. Man is begotten in delight 
and bom m pain ; and in these are the rapture 
and labour of his life foreshadowed from the be- 
ginning. But the life of man upon this fair 
earth is made up for the most part of little pains 
and little pleasures. The great wonder flowers 
bloom but once in a lifetime. 

A week had already elapsed since the events 
recorded in the last chapter. Paul Flemming 
went his way, a melanchofy man, " drinking the 
sweet wormwood of his sorrow." He did not 
rail at Providence, and call it fate, but suffered 
and was silent. It is a beautiful trait in the 
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lover's charadier, that he thinks no eyil of the 
object loved. What he snfiered was no swift 
storm of feehng, that passes away with a noise, 
and leaves the heart clearer ; but a dark phan- 
tom had risen np in the clear night, and, like 
that of Adamastor, hid the stars ; and if it ever 
vanished away for a season, still the deep sound 
of the moanmg main would be heard afar, 
through many a dark and lonely hour. And 
thus he journeyed on, wrapped m desponding 

floom, and mainly heedless of all things around 
im. His mind was distempered. That one face 
was always before him ; that one voice for ever 
sayinff,— 

" You are not the Magician." 

Painful indeed it is to be misunderstood and 
undervalued by those we love. But this, too, in 
our life, must we learn to bear without a mur- 
mur, for it is a tale often repeated. 

There are persons in this world to whom all 
local associations are naught. The genius of the 
place speaks not to them. Even on oattle-fields, 
where the voice of this genius is loudest, they 
hear only the sound of their own voices ; they 
meet there only their own duU and pedantic 
thoughts, as the old grammarian Brunette Latini 
met on the plain of Soncesvalles a poor student 
riding on a oav mule. This was not always the 
case with Paul Flemming, but it had become so 
now. He felt no interest in the scenery around 
hhn. He hardly looked at it. Even the diffictdt 
mountain-passes, where, from his rocky eyrie, 
the eagle-eyed Tyrolese peasant had watched his 
foe, and the roaring, turoid torrent underneath, 
which had swallowed up the bloody corse, that 
fell from the rocks like a crushed worm, awaken- 
ed no lively emotion in his breast. All around 
him seemed dreamy and vague : all within dim 
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as in a sttn's eclipse. As the moon, whether 
visible or invisible, has power over the tides of 
the ocean, so the face or that ladv, whether pre- 
sent or absent, had power over tne tides of his 
Bonl ; both by day and by ni^ht, both widcing 
and sleeping. In every pale face and dark eve 
he saw a resemblance to her; and what the 
day denied him reatity, the night gave him in 
dreams. 

"This is a strange, fantastic world," said 
Berkley, after a very long silence, during which 
the two travellers had been sitting each in his 
comer of the travelling-carriage, wrapped in his 
own reflections. ''A very strange, fantastic 
world, where each one pursues his own golden 
bubble, and laughs at his neighbour for doing 
the same. I have been thinking how a moral 
Linneeus would classify our race. I think he 
would divide it, — ^not as Lord Byron did, into two 
great classes, the bores and those who are bored, 
-—but into three, namely, Happy Men, Lucky 
Dogs, and Miserable Wretches. This is more 
true and philosophical, though perhaps not quite 
BO comprehensive. He is the Happy Man, who, 
blessed with modest ease, a wife and children, 
sits enthroned in the hearts of his family, and 
knows no other ambition than that of making 
those around him happy. But the Lucky Dog is 
he, who, free from all domestic cares, saunters up 
and down his room, in moming-eown and slip- 
pers; drums on the window, of a rainy day; 
and, as he stirs his evening fire, snaps his fingers 
at the world, and says, * I have no wife nor 
children, good or bad, to provide for.' I had a 
friend, who is now no more ; he was taken away, 

in the bloom of life, by a very rapid widow. 

He was by birth and by profession a beau, — ^bom 
with a quizzing-glass and a cane. Cock of the 
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walk, he flapped his wings. «f <i ,^^^^f4 ^K^ 
iLrfeatherei^tribe. But, alas ! a f^,, ^^ 
partlet has torn his crest out, and he sj^^^r^ 
io more I In the evening he rocks t^?., ^^^s' 
and gets up in the night when the c^^, .^"??: 
Like a Gott of the D^-k Ages, he consult his 
wife on all mighty matters, and looks upon ner as 
a being of more than human goodness and w^- 
dom. In short, the women all say lie is «• very 
domestic man, and makes a good husbana; 
which, under the rose, is only a more poute way 
of saying he is henpeckecL He is a Happy 
Han. I have another dear friend, wno is a 
sexagenary bachelor. He has one of those well- 
oiled dispositions, which, turn upon, the hinges oi 
the world without creaking. The heyday of hie 
is over with him ; but his old age is sunny an<* 
ohixping ; and a merry heart stuL nestles in hiB 
tottering frame, like a bw^lUow that builds in a 
tumble-down chimney. He is a professed Sqim^ 
of Dames. The rustle of a ailk gcwn is musK^to 
his earn, and his imagination is oontinoally ^' 
tern-led by some will-wit^-a-wisp in the shape of 
m lady's stomacher. Xn his devotion to the fiur 
sex,— 4he muaUn, as he calls it, — he is the gentle 
flower <rf chivalry. It Is i^T»>^«w>g to see how 
quickly ho Btajkee into the scent of m lady's hand- 
kerdwef , When once fidxly in pnrsait. there is 
lao »ueh thing as throwing Imn oiit. His heart 
lool» Wit at his eye 5 mnd his inward delight 
tin^ down to ^e taa of his coat. He lores to 
*^? J?^ •^UMhine of « smile j ^iHien he can 

d^»i^«w^d«i£|^tlsto p,«s ^^ Somin^, 
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" And as a Bpeciinen of the class of Miserable 
Wretches, I suppose you will take me/' said 
Flemminff, making an effort to enter into his 
fiiend's humour. "Certainly I am wretched 
enough. You may make me the stuffed bear — 
the specimen of tms class." 

" By no means," replied Berkley'; " you are 
not reduced so low. Me only is utterly wretched 
who is the slave of his own passions, or those of 
others. This, I trust, will never be vour condi- 
tion. Why so wan and pale, fond lover P Do 
you remember Sir John Suckling's song P — 

' Why 80 wan and pale, fond lover ; 
Pr'ythee why so pale ? 
Will, if looking well can't move her, 
Looking ill prevail ? 
Pr'ythee why bo pale ? 

Why 80 dull and mute, young sinner ; 

Pr'ythee why 80 mute ? 
Will, if apeaking well can*t win her, 

Saying nothing do *t ? 

Pr'ythee why so mute ? 

Quit, quit, for ahame ! this cannot move, 

This cannot take her ! 
If of herself she do not love, 

Nothing wiU make her ! 

The devil take her !' 

How do you like that P" 

" To you I say, Quit, quit, for shame," replied 
Flemmm^. " Why quote the songs of that witty 
and licentious age P Have you no better conso- 
lation to offer meP How manv, many times 
must I tell you, that I bear the lady no ill-will. 
I do not blame her for not loving me. I desire 
her happiness, even at the sacrifice of my own." 
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"That is generous in you, aaid deseryes a 
better fate. JBut you are so figurative in aU 
you say, that a stranger would think you had 
no real feeling, and only fancied yourself in 
love." 

" Expression of feeling is different with differ* 
ent minds. It is not always simple. Some minds, 
when excited, naturally speak iiT figures and 
similitudes. They do not on that account feel 
less deeply. This is obvious in our most com- 
mon modes of speech. It depends upon the in- 
dividual." 

" Kyrie Eleyson !" 

** W ell, abuse my figures of speech as much as 
you please. What 1 insist upon is, that you shall 
not abuse the lady. When did vou ever hear me 
breathe a whisper against her P * 

" Oho ! How you speak like Launce to his 
dog!" 

Their conversation, which had begun so merrily, 
was here suddenly interrupted by a rattling peal 
of thunder, that announced a near-approaching 
storm. It was late in the afternoon, and the 
whole heaven black with low, trailing clouds. 
Still blacker the storm came sailing up majestic- 
allv from the south-west, with almost unbroken 
volleys of distant thunder. The wind seemed to 
be storming a cloud redoubt ; and marched on- 
ward with dust, and the green banners of the 
trees flapping in the air, and heayv cannonading, 
and occasionally an explosion, like the blowing 
"ttp of a powder-wafigon. Mingled with this was 
the sound of thunc&r-beUs from a village not far 
off. Thev were all ringing dolefully, to ward off 
the thunderbolt. At the entrance of the village 
stood a large wooden crucifix j around which was 
a crowd of priests and peasants, kneeling in the 
Wet grass, by the road-side, with their hands and 
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eyes lifted to heaven, and prayiBg for rain. Their 
prayer was soon answered. 

Ihe travellers drove on with the driving wind 
and rain. They had come ttom Landec£, and 
hoped to reach linnsbruck before midnight. Night 
closed in, and Flemming fell asleep wim the loud 
storm overhead, and at his feet the roaring Inn, 
a mountain torrent leaping onward as wud and 
restless as when it first sprang from its cradle in 
the solitudes of Eneaddin ; meet emblem of him- 
self, thus rushing through the night. His slum- 
ber was long, but broken ; and at length he 
awoke in terror, for he heard a voice pronounce 
in his ear distinctly these words — 
" They have brought the dead body." 
They were driving by a church-yard at the 
entrance of a town, and among the tombs a dim 
lamp was burning before an image of theYirgin. 
It had a most unearthly appearance. Flemming 
almost feared to see the congre^tionof the dead 

fo into the church and sing their midnight mass. 
Ee spoke to Berkley, but received no answer ; 
he was in a deep sleep. 

" Then it was oolj a dream,** said he to him- 
self; "yet how distinct the voice was! O, if 
we had spiritual organs, to see and hear things 
now invisible and inaudible to us, we should be- 
hold the whole air filled with the departing souls 
of that vast multitude which every moment dies, 
— should behold them streaming up like thin va- 
pours heavenward, and hear the startling blast 
of the archangel's trump sounding incessant 
through the universe, and prodaiming the awful 
judgment-day. Truly the soul departs not alone 
on its last journey, but spirits of its kind attend 
it, when not ministering angels ; and they go ia 
families to the unknown knd ! Neither in life 
nor in death are we alone." 

K 
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He slept again at interrals ; and at length, 
though long after midnight, reached Innsbruck 
between sleeping and waking; his mind filled 
with dim recmlections of the unspeakably dismal 
night-journey j — the climbing of hills, and plung- 
ing into dark ravines ; — the momentary rattling 
of the wheels over paved streets of towns, and 
the succeeding hollow rolling and tramping on 
the wet earth j — the blackness of the night ; — ^the 
thunder and lightning and rain; — ^the roar of 
waters, leaping through deep chasms by the road 
side ; and me wind tl^oueh the mountain-passes, 
sounding loud and long, luce the inextinguishable 
laughter of the gods. 

^e travellers on the morrow lingered not long 
in Innsbruck. They did not fail, however, to 
visit the tomb of Maximilian in the Franciscan 
Church of the Holy Cross, and gaze with some 
admiration upon the twenty-eight ffigantio bronze 
statues of Grodfrey of Bouillon, ana King Arthur, 
and Ernest the Iron-man, and Frederick of the 
Empty Pockets, kings and heroes, and others, 
which stand leaning on their swords between the 
columns of the church, as if guarding the tomb 
of the dead. These statues reminded Flemming 
of the bronze nants, which strike the hours on 
the belfry of San Sasso, in Yenice, and of the 
flail-anned monsters, that guarded the gateway 
of Anguli^er's castle in Ooeron. After gazing 
awhile at these motionless sentinels, they went 
forth, and strolled through the public f^ardens, 
with the jagged mountains right over theur heads, 
and all around them tall, mSancholy pines, like 
Tyrolese peasants with shaggy hair ; and at their 
feet the mad torrent of the Inn, sweeping with 
turbid waves through the midst of the town. In 
the afternoon they drove on towards Salzburg, 
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througb the ma^ificent mountain-passes of 
Waidering and Unken. 



CHAPTEE in. 

SHADOWS ON THE WALL. 

On the following morning Flemming awoke in a 
chamber of the G-olden Snip at Salzonrg, just as 
the clock in the Dome-church opposite was strik- 
ing ten. The window-shutters were closed, and 
the room was nearly dark. He was lying with 
his hands crossed upon his breast, and his eyes 
looking up at the wnite curtains overhead. He 
thought them the white marble canopy of a tomb, 
and nimself the marble st^atue lymg beneath. 
When the clock ceased striking, the eight and 
twenty gigantic bronze statues from the Church 
of Holy^ood in Innsbruck stalked into the cham- 
ber, and arranged themselves along the walls, 
which spread into dimly-lighted aisles and arches. 
On the painted windows he saw Interlachen, with 
its Franciscan cloister, and the Square Tower of 
the ruins. In a pendent, overhead, stood the 
Grerman mechanic, as Saint Vitus ; and on a lava- 
tory, or basin of holy water, below, sat a cherub, 
with the form and features of Berkley. Then the 
or^an-pipes began to blow, and he heard the 
voices of an invisible choir chanting. And anon 
the gilded gates in the bronze screen before the 
chancel opened, and a bridal procession passed 
through. The bride was clothed in the garb of 
the Middle Ages, and held a book in her hand, 
with velvet covers, and golden clasps. It was 
Mary Ashburton. She looked at nim as she 
passed. Her face was pale, and there were tears 
m her sweet eyes. Then the gates closed agair 

k2 
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and one of the oaken poppy-heads over a carved 
stall, in the shape of an owl, flapped its broad 
wings, and hooted, " To-whit ! to-whoo !" .^^^^ 
the whole scene changed, and he thought himself 
a monk's-head on a gutter- spout ; and it raiii^^ 
dismally ; and Berkley was standing under -witli 
an umbrella, laughing ! 

In other words, Flemming was in a raging 
fever, and delirious. He remained in this state 
for a week. The first thing he was conscious of 
was hearing the doctor say to Berkley — 

" The crisis is passed. I now consider him out 
of danger." 

He then fell into a sweet sleep ; the wild ferer 
had swept away like an angry red cloud, and the 
refi*eshing summer rain began to fall like dew 
upon the parched earth. Still another w^eek, and 
Plemming was " sitting clothed, and in his right 
mind." Berkley had been reading to him, and 
still held the book in his hand, with his fore-finger 
between the leaves. It was a volume of Hoff- 
mann's writings. 

"How very strange it is," said he, " that you 
can hardly open the biWaphy of any Gerioan 
author, fe^t J^^^ill find it begin with ii account 

^^ ^\rni?'^^/.''- 1^* J^iU tell you how the 
venerable old man walked up and down the gar- 
den a^<>"gj^^^fjy l^^^ers, wra:pped in his mom- 
ing gown, which is likewise covered with flowers. 
and perhaps ^eaj^ng on his head a little vK 
cap. Or you will find him sitting bv the Ihhn 
ney comer in the great chair, smoSinff hds ^' 
triapipe, with Bhagpy eyebrows, aSd eveTht; 
birds' nests under the eaves of a h*^«Y IT^ 
mouth like a Nuremberg nutcr^ Wa TT^l ^^ * 
poet climbs upon the olS m^^^' ^f ^^^ 

«o.tpTtadullboy. His fath^T^S J^ 
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man, or }>erhap8 dead. But the mother is still 
there, a sickly, saint-like woman, with knitting* 
work, and an elder sister, who has already been 
in loye, and wears rings on her fingers :— 

' Death's heads, and snch mementoes, 
Her grandmother and worm-eaten aunts left her, 
To tell her what her beauty must arrive at.' " 

" But this is not the caae with the life of Hoff- 
mann, if I recollect right." 

" No, not precisely. Instead of the ^^^ndfather, 
we have the grandmother ; a stately dame, who 
has long since shaken hands with the vanities of 
life. The mother, separated from her husband, 
is sick in mind and body, and flits to and fro, hke 
a shadow. Then there is an affectionate maiden 
aunt ; and an uncle, a retired judge, the terror 
of little boys, — the Giant Despair of this Doubt- 
ing Castle in Konigsberg ; and occasionally the 
benign countenance of a venerable grand-uncle, 
whom Lamotte Fouqu^ called a hero of the olden 
time, in morning gown and slippers, looks in at 
the door and smiles. In the upper story of the 
same house lived a poor boy with his mother, 
who was so far crazed as to believe herself to be 
the Virgin Marv, and her son the Saviour of the 
world. Wild fancies, likewise, were to sweep 
through the brain of that child. He was to meet 
Hoffmann elsewhere, and be his friend in after 
years, though as yet they knew nothing of each 
other. This was Werner, who has made some 
noise in Germaa literature as the author of many 
wild Destiny-Dramas." 

** Hoffmann died, I believe, in Berlin." 

" Yes. He left IKonigsberg at twenty years 
of age and passed the next eight years of his life 
in the Prussian Polish provinces, where he held 
some petty office under government, and toot f/^ 
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himself many bad habits and a Polish wife. After 
this he was music director at yarious Grerman 
theatres, and led a wandering, wretched life for 
ten years. He then went to Berlin as Clerk of 
the Exchange, and there remained till his death, 
which took place some seven or eight years after- 
ward." 

" Did you erer see him P" 

"I was in Berlin during his lifetime, and 
saw him frequently. I sh^ never foiget the 
first time. It was at one of the ^Isthetic 
Teas, given by a literary lady imter den Linden, 
where l^e lions were fed with convenient food, 
from tea and bread and butter up to oysters 
and Shine wine. During the evenmg my atten- 
tion was arrested by the entrance of a straiige 
little figure, with a wild head of brown liair. "&& 
eyes were bright grey, and his thin lips closely 
pressed together with an expression of not tm- 
pleasing irony. This strange-looking personage 
oe^an to bow his way through the crowd, with 
quick, nervous, hinge-like motions, much resem- 
bling those of a marionnette. He had a hoarse 
voice, and such a rapid utterance, that although 
I understand Grerman well enough for ordiniaiy 
purposes, I could not understand one half he 
saia. Ere long he had seated himself at the 
piano-forte, ana was improvising such wild, sweet 
fancies, that the music of one's dreams is not 
more sweet and wild. Then suddenly some pain- 
ful thought seemed to pass over his mind, as if 
he imagined that he was there to amuse the com- 

Eany. He rose from the piano-forte, and seated 
imself in another part of the room, where he 
began to make grimaces, and talk loud whiJe 
others were singing. Finally, he disappeared, 
like a hobgoblin, laughing, * Ho ! ho ! ho V I 
ked a person beside me who this strange bein^ 
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was. 'That was Hoffiuann/ was the answer. 
* The Devil !* said I. ' Yes,* continued my in- 
formant, * and if vou should follow him now, you 
would see him pfunge into an obscure and un- 
frequented wine<-cellar, and there, amid boon com- 
panions, with wine and tobacco-smoke, and quirks 
and quibbles, and quaint, witty sayinirs, turn the 
dim mffht into glonous day.' '^ 
" "Wnat a strange being !'* 
" I once saw him at one of his night carouses. 
He was sitting in his glory, at the head of the 
table ; not stupidly drunk, but warmed with wine, 
which made Imn madly eloquent, as the Devil's 
Elixir did the monk Medardus. There, in the 
fuU tide of witty discourse, or, if silent, his grey 
hawk-eye flashing from beneath his matted hair, 
and taking note of all that was grotesque in the 
company round him, sat this tmfortunate genius, 
till the day began to dawn. Then he found his 
way homeward, having, like the souls of the 
envious in Purgatory, ms eyelids sewed together 
with iron wire ; — though his was from champajme 
bottles. At such hours he wrote his wild, lan- 
tastic tales. To his excited fancy every thing 
assumed a spectral look. The shadows of familiar 
things about him stalked like ghosts through the 
haunted chambers of his soul; and the old 
portraits on the walls winked at hun, and seemed 
stepping down from their frames ; till, aghast 
at tne spectral throng about him, he would 
call his wife from her bed, to sit by him while 
he wrote." 

" No wonder he died in the prime of life." 
" No. The only wonder is, that he could have 
followed this course of life for six years. I am 
astonished that it did not kill him sooner." 
" But death came at last in an appalling shape." 
**Yes: his forty- sixth birthday found nim 
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dttiiig at home in his ann-dudr, with his Mends 
uoond him. Bat the rare old wine — he always 
dimnic ibe best — touched not the sick man's lips 
that night. His wonted humonr was gone. Of 
all his ^bes, his gambols, his songs, his flashes 
of memment, tiiat were wont to set the table on 
a roar, not one now to mock his own grinning ! — 
qnite chapfallen. The oonrersation was of death 
and the grare. And when one of his firiends said 
that life was not the highest good, Hoffinann 
intermpted him, exclaiming with a startling ear- 
nestness, ' No, no ! Life, life, only life ! on an^ 
condition whaAsoeyer !' Five months after this 
he had ceased to suffer, because he had ceased to 
lire. He died piecemeal. His feet and hands, 
his legs and arms, gTaduaUj, and in succession, 
became motionless, dead. But his spirit was not 
dead, nor motionless ; and through the solitary 
day or sleepless night, lying in his bed, he dictated 
to an amanuensis his last stories. Strange stories, 
indeed, were they for a dying man to write! 
Yet such delight did he take in dictating them, 
that he said to his friend Hitzig, that, upon the 
whole,^he was willing to give up for ever the use 
of his hands, if he could but preserve the power 
of writing by dictation. Sucn was his love of 
life — of what he called the sweet habitude of 
being !" 

** Was it not he who, in his last hours, expressed 
such a longing to behold the green fielos once 
more, and exclaimed, ' Heaven ! it is already 
summer, and I have not yet seen a single green 
tree !* " 

'*Ye8, that was Hoffinann. Soon afterwards 
he died. The closing scene was striking. He 
gradualljr lost all sensation, though his mind re- 
mained vigorous. Feeling no more pain, he said 
to hia physician, * It will soon be over now. I 
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feel no more pain.* He thought himself well 
again, but the physician knewtmit he was dying, 
and said, ' Yes, it will soon be over !' The next 
morning he called his wife to his bedside, and 
begged ner to fold his motionless hands together. 
Then, as he raised his eyes to heaven, she heard 
him say, ' We must, then, think of Grod also !' 
More sorrowful words than these have seldom 
fallen from the lips of man. Shortly afterwards 
the flame of life glared up within hmi ; he said 
he was well again ; that in the evening he should 
ep on with the story he was writing, and wished 
that the last sentence might be read over to him. 
Shortly after this they turned his face to the 
wall, and he died." 

" And thus passed to its account a human soul, 
after much self-inflicted suflering. Let us tread 
lightly upon the poet's ashes, f^or my part, I 
confess tnat I have not the heart to take him 
from the general crowd of erring, sinful men, 
and judge him harshly. The little I have seen 
of the world, and know of the history of man- 
kind, teaches me to look upon the errors of others 
in sorrow, not in anger. When I take the his- 
tory of one poor heart that has sinned and 
suffered, and represent to myself the struggles 
and temptations it has passed, — the brief piusa- 
tions of joy, — the feverish inquietude of hope and 
fear, — the tears of regret, — the feebleness of 
purpose, — ^the pressure of want, — ^the desertion 
of mends, the scorn of a world that has little 
charity, — the desolation of the soul's sanctuary, 
and tnreatening voices within, — health gone, — 
happiness gone, — even hope, that stays longest with 
us, gone, — I have little heart for aught else than 
thankfulness that it is not so with me, and "would 
fain leave the erring soul of my fellow-man with 
Him from whose hands it came, 

K 3 
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* Even as a little child. 
Weeping and laughing in its childish sport.' ** 

** You are right. And it is worth a student's 
while to observe calmly how tobacco, wine, and 
midnight did their work like fiends upon the de- 
licate frame of Hofimann, and no less thoroughly 
upon his delicate mind. He who drinks beer, 
thinks beer ; and he who drinks wine, thinks 
wine ; and he who drinks midnight, thinks mid- 
night. He was a man of rare intellect. He was 
endowed with racy humour and sarcastic wit, 
and a glorious imagination. But the fire of his 

§eniu8 burned not peacefulljr, and with a steady 
-ame, upon the hearth of his home. It was a 
glaring and irregular £ame; for the branches 
that he fed it witn were not branches from the 
Tree of Life, — but from another tree that grew 
in Paradise, — and they were wet with the un- 
healthy dews of night, and more unhealthy wine ; 
and thus, amid smoke and ashes, the fire burned 
fitfully, and went out with a glare, which leayes 
the beholder blind." 

" This fire within him was a Meleager's fire- 
brand, and when it burned out, he died. And, 
as you say, marks of all this are clearly visible 
in Hofimann's writings. Indeed, when I read 
his strange fancies, it is with me, as when in the 
summer night I hear the rising wind among the 
trees, and the branches bow, and beckon with 
their long fingers, and voices go gibbering and 
mocking through the air. A &ehng of awe and 
mysterious dread comes over me. I wish to hear 
the sound of living voice or footstep near me,-— 
to see a friendly and familiar face. In truth, if 
it be late at night, the reader as well as the writer 
of these unearthly fancies would fain have a 
patient, meek-eyed, wife, with her knitting- work, 
at his elbow." 
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Berkley smiled; but Flemming continued 
without noticing the smile, though he knew what 
was passing in me mind of his friend — 

" The liie and writings of this singular being 
interest me in a hi^h degree. Sometimes we 
may learn more &om a man's errors than from 
his virtues. Moreover, from the common sym- 
pathies of our nature, souls that have struggled 
and suffered are dear to me. Willingly do I 
recognise their brotherhood. Scars upon their 
foreheads do not so deform them that they cease 
to interest. They are always signs of struggle ; 
though, alas! too often, likewise, of defeat. 
Seasons of unhealthy, dreamy, vague delight are 
followed by seasons of wearmess and darkness. 
Where are then the bright fancies, that, amid 
the great stillness of the night, arise like stars 
in the firmament of our souls P The inoming 
dawns, the Usht of common day shines in upon 
us, and the heavens are without a star ! From 
the lives of such men we learn that mere plea- 
sant sensations are not happiness ; that sensual 
pleasures are to be drunk sparingly, and, as it 
were, from the palm of the hand ; and that those 
who bow down upon their knees to drink of 
these bright streams that water life are not chosen 
of God either to overthrow or to overcome !" 

" I think you are very lenient in your judg- 
ment. This is not the usual defect of critics. 
Like Shakspeare's Samphire-gatherer, they have 
a dreadful ^ade ! and, to make the simile com- 
plete, they ought to hang for it !" 

"Methinks it would be hard to hang a man 
for the sake of a simile. But now go on with 
the Phantasy-Pieces in CaUot's manner ** 

** By the way, who was this CaUot P" 

" He was a Loraine painter of the seventeenth 
century, celebrated for his wild and grotesque 
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conceptionB. These sketdies of Hofimann are 
imitanons of his style." 

" And which of tnem shall 1 read to yon next P 
The Bitter Gliick ; or the Musical Sonerings of 
John Kreisler; or that exquisite story of the 
Golden Jar, wherein is depicted the life of Poesj, 
in this common-place world of ours P*' 

" Bead the Golden Jar." 

And thereupon Berkley began to read the 
story of the Student Anselmus, and his adyen- 
tures with the ^old-green snakes, the bronzed 
apple-woman, and Veronica's blue ejes ; toother 
with whatsoeyer more is written m that mcom- 
prehensible tale of wonders. But long ere he 
Iiad made an end, Flemming was lapped in the 
Elysium of sleep. 



CHAPTEB IV. 

SAINT GILGEK. 

It was a bright Sunday morning when Flemmine 
and Berkley left behind them the cloud-capped 
hills of Salzburg, and journeyed eastward to* 
wards the lakes. The landscape around them 
was one to attune their souls to holy musings. 
Field, forest, hill and yale, fresh air, and the per- 
fume of cloyer fields and new-mown hay, birds 
singing, and the sound of yilla^e bells, and the 
moying breeze among the branches — ^no labourers 
in the nelds, but peasants on their way to church, 
coming across the green pastures, with roses in 
their hats — ^the beauty and quiet of the holy day 
of rest — all, all in earth and air breathed upon 
the soul like a benediction. 

They stopped to change horses at Hof, a hand- 
ful of houses on the brow of a breezy hill, the 
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cLuroL and inn standing opposite to each other, 
and nothing between them but the dusty road, 
and the church-yard, with its iron crosses, and 
the fluttering tinsel of the funeral garlands. In 
the church-yard, and at the inn-door, were groups 
of peasants waiting for divine service to begin. 
They were clothed in their holiday dresses. The 
men wore breeches and long boots, and frock 
coats with large metal buttons; the women, 
straw hats, and gay calico gowns with short 
waists and scant folds. They were adorned with 
a profusion of great trumpery ornaments, and 
reminded Flemming of the Indians in the fron- 
tier villages of America. Near the church-yard 
gate was a booth, filled with flaunting calicoes ; 
and opposite sat an old woman behind a table, 
which was loaded with gingerbread. She had a 
roulette at her elbow, w'here the peasants risked 
a kreutzer for a cake. On other tables, cases of 
knives, scythes, reaping-hooks, and other imple- 
ments of husbandry were oflered for sale. 

The traveUers continued their journey, with- 
out stopping to hear mass. In the course of the 
forenoon they came suddenly in sight of the 
beautiM lake of Saint Wolfgang, fying deep 
beneath them in the valley. On its shore, under 
them, sat the white village of Saint Gilgen, like 
a swan upon its reedy nest. They seemed to 
have taken it unawares, and as it were clapped 
their hands upon it in its sleep, and almost ex- 
pected to see it spread its broad snow-white 
wings and fly away. The whole scene was one 
of surpassing beauty. 

They drove leisurely down the steep hill, and 
stopped at the village. Before the door was a 
magnificent broad-armed tree, with benches and 
tables beneath its shadow. On the front of the 
house was written in large letters, " Post Tavem- 
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by Franz Schondorfer ;" and over this was A 
large sun-dial, and a half-effaced painting of a 
bear-hunt, covering the whole side of the House* 
and mostly red. As they drove up, a procession 
of priests with banners, and peasants with their 
liatis in their hands, passea by towards the 
church. They were singing a solemn psalm. At 
the same mobient, a smart servant-girl, with a 
black straw hat set ooquetishly on her flaxen 
hair, and a large silver spoon in her girdle, came 
out of the inn, and asked Flenmiing what he 
would please to order for breakfast. 

BreaKfast was soon ready, and was served at 
the head of the stairs, on an old-fashioned oaken 
table in the great hall, into which the chambers 
opened. Berkley ordered at the same time a tub 
of cold water, in which he seated himself, with 
his coat on, and a bed quilt thrown round bis 
knees. Thus he sat for an hour, ate his break* 
fast, and smoked a pipe, and laughed a good deal. 
He then went to bed and slept till dinner-time. 
Meanwhile Flemming sat in his chamber and 
read. It was a large room in the front of the 
house, looking upon the village and the lake. 
The windows were latticed, with small panes, and 
the window-sills filled with fragrant flowers. 

At length the heat of noon was over. Day, 
like a weary pilgrim, had reached the western 
gate of heaven, and Evening- stooped down to 
unloose the latchets of his sandal-shoon. Flem- 
ming and Berkley sallied forth to ramble by the 
borders of the lake. Down the cool green glades 
and alleys, beneath the illuminated leaves of the 
forest, over the rising grounds, in the glinmiering 
fret-work of sunshine and leaf shadow — an er- 
hilaratine walk. The cool evening air by the 
lake was like a bath. They drank the freslmess 
of the hour in thirsty draughts, and their breasts 
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Heaved rejoicing and reyived, after the feveriah 
long confinement of the sultry summer day. 
And there, too, lay the lake, so beautiful and 
still! Did it not recall, think ye, the lake of 
ThunP 

On their return homeward, they passed near 
the village church-yard. 

" Let us go in and see how the dead rest," said 
Flemming, as they passed beneath the belfry of 
the church; and they went in, and lingered 
among the tombs and the evening shadows. 

How peaceful is the dwelling-place of those 
who inhabit the green hamlets and populous 
cities of the dead ! They need no antidote for 
care, no armour against fate. No morning sun 
shines in at the closed windows and awakens 
them, nor shall until the last great day. At 
most a straggling sunbeam creeps in through 
the crumbling wall of an old, neglected tomb — a 
strange visitor, that stays not long. And there 
they all sleep, the holy ones, with their arms 
crossed upon their breasts, or lying motionless 
by their sides — not carved in marble by the hand 
of man, but formed in dust by the hand of God. 
Gk>d*B peace be with them ! No one comes to 
them now, to hold them by the hand, and with 
delicate fine^ers to smooth their hair. They heed 
no more tne blandishments of earthly friend- 
ship. They need us not, however much we may 
need them. And yet they silently await our 
coming. 

BeautiM is that season of life, when we can 
say, in the language of Scripture, " Thou hast 
the dew of thy youth." But of these flowers 
Death gathers many. He places them upon his 
bosom, and he is transformed into somethmg less 
terrific than before. We learn to gaze and 
shudder not ; for he carries in his arms the sweet 
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blossoms of our earthly hopes. We shall see 
them all again, blooming in a happier land. 

Yes, Death brings ns again to our friends. 
They are waiting for us, and we shall not long 
delay. They have gone before us, and are like 
the angels m heaven. They stand upon the 
borders of the grave to welcome us, with the 
coimtenance of affection which they wore on 
earth, yet more lovely, more radiant, more 
spiritual ! He spake well who said that graves 
are the foot-prints of angels ! 

Death has taken thee too, and thou hast the 
dew of thy youth. He has placed thee upon his 
bosom, and his stem countenance wears a smile. 
The far country, toward which we journey, seems 
nearer to us, and the way less dark ; for thou 
hast gone before, passing so quietly to thy rest, 
that day itself dies not more calmly ! 

It was in an hour of blessed conmiunion with 
the souls of the departed, that the sweet poet, 
Henry Yaughan, wrote those few lines vmich 
have made death lovely : 

" They are all gone into a world of light, 
And I alone sit lingering here ! 
Their very memory is fair and bright, 
And my sad thoughts doth clear. 

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast, 

Like stars upon some gloomy grove, 
Or those faint beams in which the hill is dressed, 

After the sun's remove. 

I see them walking in an air of glory, 
Whose light doth trample on my days, 

My days, which are at best but dull and hoary, 
Mere glimmerings and decays. 

O holy hope, and high humility, 

High as the heavens above ! 
These are your walks, and ye have showed them me, 

To kindle my cold love. 
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Dear, beaateooB Death ! the jewel of the just ! 

Shiuiiig nowhere bat in the dark 1 
What mysteries do He beyond thy dost, 

Could man outlook that mark ! 

He that hath found some fledged bird's nest may know, 

At first sight, if the bird be flown ; 
But what fair field or grove he sings in now, 

That is to him unknown. 

And yet as angels, in some brighter dreams, 
Call to the soul, when man doth sleep, 

So some strange thoughts transcendourwonted themes, 
And into glory peep ! 

If a star were confined into a tomb, 

Her captive flame must needs bum there ; 

But when the hand that locked her up gave room, 
She'd shine through all the sphere. 

O Father of eternal life, and all 

Created glories under thee ! 
Resume thy spirit from this world of thrall 

Into true liberty. 

Either disperse these mists, which blot and fill 

My perspective, still as they pass, 
Or else remove me hence unto that hiU 

Where I shall need no glass.'' 

Such were Flemming's thoughts, as he stood 
amon^ the tombs at evening in the chiireh-yard 
of Saint Gilgen. A holy calm stole over him. 
The fever of his heart was allayed. He had a 
moment's rest from pain, and went back to his 
chamber in peace. "Whence came this holy calm, 
this long-desired tranquillity? He knew not; 
yet the place seemed consecrated. He resolved 
to linger there, beside the lake, which was a 
iPool of Bethesda for him ; and let Berkley go 
on alone to the baths of Xshel, He would wait 
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for him there in the solitude of Saint Gilgen. 
Lon^ after they had parted for the night, he sat 
in hiB chamber, and thought of what he had suf- 
fered, and enjoyed the suence within and with- 
out. Hour after hour slipped by unheeded, as 
he sat lost in his reverie. At len^h, his candle 
sank in its socket, gave one flickermg gleam, and 
expired with a sob. This aroused him. 

He went to the window, and peered out into 
the dark night. It was very late. Twice already 
since midnight had the great pulpit-orator Time, 
like a preacher in the days of the Puritans, 
turned the hour glass on his hi^h pulpit, the 
church belfry, and still went on with nis sermon, 
thundering downward to the congregation in the 
church-yard and in the village. %ut they heard 
him not. They were all asleep in their narrow 
pews, namely, in their beds and in their graves, 
ooon afterward the cock crew, and the cloudy 
heaven, like the Apostle who denied his Lord, 
wept bitterly. 



CHAPTER V, 

SAINT WOLFGANG. 

Thb morning is lovely beyond expression. The 
heat of the sun is great ; but a gentle wind 
cools the air. Birds never sang more loud and 
clear. The flowers, too, on the window-sill, and 
on the table, — rose, geranium, and the delicate 
crimson cactus, — ^are all so beautiful, that we 
think the Grerman poet right when he calls the 
flowers " stars in the firmament of the earth." 
Out of doors all is quiet. Opposite the window 
stands the village school-house. There are two 
parasite trees, with their outspread branches 
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nailed against the white walls, like the wings of 
eolprit kites. There the rods grow. Under 
them, on a bench at the door, sit sdiool-inrls, and 
barefoot urchins in breeches are spelling out 
their lessons. The clock strikes twelve, and one 
by one they disappear, and go into the hive, like 
bees at the sound of a brass pan. At the door 
of the next house sits a poor woman knitting in 
the shade ; and in front of her is an aqueouct, 
pouring its cool, clear water into a rough wooden 
trough. A travelling-carriage without horses 
stands at the inn door, and a postilion in red 
jacket is talking with a blacksmith, who wears 
blue woollen stockings and a leather apron. 
Beyond is a stable, and still farther a cluster of 
houses and the village church. They are repair- 
ing the belfry and the bulbous steeple. A little 
farther, over the roofs of the houses, you can sec 
Saint Wolfgang's laike. Water so "bright and 
beautiful hardly flows elsewhere. Green and 
blue and silver-white run into each other, with 
almost imperceptible change. And above are the 
pinnacles of the mountains; some bald, and 
rocky, and cone-shaped, and others bold, and 
broad, and dark with pines. 

Such was the scene which Paul Flemming be- 
held from his window a few mornings after 
Berkley's departure. The quiet of the mace had 
Boothea him. He had become more calm. His 
heart complained less loudly in the holy village 
silence, as we are wont to lower our voices when 
those around us speak in whispers. He began to 
feel at times an interest in the lowly things about 
him. The face of the landscape pleased him, 
but more than this the face of the poor woman 
who sat knitting in the shade. It was a pale, 
meek countenance, with more delicacy in its fea- 
tures than is usual among peasantry. It wr 
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also an expression of patient suffering. As He 
was looking at her, a deformed child came out of 
the door and hung upon her knees. She caressed 
him affectionately. It was her child, in whom 
she beheld her own fair features distorted, and 
hardly to be recognised, as one sometimes sees 
one's face reflectea from the bowl of a spoon. 

The child's deformity and the mother's tender- 
ness interested the feelings of Flemming. The 
landlady told him something of the poor woman's 
history. She was the widow of a blacksmith, 
who nad died soon after their marriage. Bat 
she survived to become a mother, as, in oaks, 
immediately after fecundation, the male flower 
fades and falls, while the female continues and 
ripens into perfect fruit. Alas ! her child was 
deformed, x et she looked upon him with eyes 
of maternal fondness and pity, loving him still 
more for his deformity. And in her heart she 
said, as the Mexicans say to their new-bom 
offspring, " Child, thou art come into the world 
to suffer. Endure, and hold thy peace." Though 
poor, she was not entirely destitute ; for her 
husband had left her, beside the deformed child, 
a life-estate in a tomb in the church-yard of Saint 
Gilgen. During the week she laboured for other 
people, and on Sundays for herself, by going to 
church and reading the Bible. On one of the 
blank leaves she had recorded the day of her 
birth, and that of her child's, likewise her mar- 
riage, and her husband's death. Thus she lived, 
poor, patient, and resigned. Her heart was a 
passion-flower, bearing within it the crown of 
thorns and the cross of Christ. Her ideas of 
heaven were few and simple. She rejected the 
doctrine that it was a place of constant activity 
and not of repose ; and believed, that when she 
at length reached it, she would work no more, 
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but sit always in a clean wliite apron, and sing 
psalms. 

As Flemming sat meditating on these thiogs, 
he paid new homage in his heart to the beaiUy 
and excellence of the female character. He 
thought of the absent and the dead ; and said, 
with tears in his eyes — 

" Shall I thank God for the green snmmer, 
and the mild air, and the flowers, and the stars, 
and all that makes this world so beautifiil, and 
not for the eood and beautiful beings I have 
known in it r Has not their presence been 
sweeter to me than flowers? Are they not 
higher and holier than the stars P Are they not 
more to me than all things else P" 

Thus the morning passed away in musings, 
and in the afternoon, when Flemmmg was pre- 
paring to go down to the lake, as his custom was, 
a carnage drew up before the door, and, to his 
great astonishment, out jumped Berkley. The 
first thing he did was to give the postmajster, 
who stood near the door, a smart cut with his 
whip. The sufferer gently expostulated, saying — 

"Fray, sir, do n't ; I am lame." 

"Whereupon Berkley desisted, and began in- 
stead to shake the postmaster's wife by the 
shoulders, and order his dinner in English. But 
all this was done so good-naturedly, and with 
such a rosy, laughing face, that no oflence was 
taken. 

'* So you have returned much sooner than you 
intended," said Flemming, after the first friendly 
salutations. 

** Yes," replied Berkley ; " I became tired of 
Iscbel — ^very tired. I did not find there the 
Mends I expected. Kow I am going back to 
Salsburg, and ihen to Gastein. There I ahaU 
eertaanly find them. You must go with me." 
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Flemmln^ declined the invitation, and proposed 
to Berkley that he shonld join him in his excur- 
sion on the lake. 

" You shall hear the ^and echo of the Falk- 
enstein," said he, " and behold the scene of the 
Bridal Tragedy ; and then we will ^o on as far as 
the village of Saint Wolfgang, which you have 
not yet seen, eiccept across the lake." 

" Well, this afternoon I devote to you — for to- 
morrow we part once more, and who knows when 
we shall meet again P" 

They went down to the water's side without 
farther delay, and, taking a boat with two oars, 
struck across an elbow of the lake towards a 
barren rock by the eastern shore, from which a 
small white monument shone in the sun. 

*' That monument,*' said one of the boatmen, a 
stout voung lad in leather breeches, " was built 
by a butcher, to the glory of Saint Wolfgang, 
who saved him from drowmng. He was one day 
riding an ox to market alon^ the opposite bank, 
when the animal, taking fright, sprttn^ into the 
water, and swam over to this place wiw the but- 
cher on his back." 

" And do vou think he could have done this," 
asked Berkley, "if Saint Wolfgang had not 
helped him r 

" Of course not !" answered leather-breeches ; 
and the Englishman laughed. 

From this point they rowed along under the 
shore to a low promontory, upon which stood 
another monument, commemorating a more tra- 
gical event. 

** This is the place I was speaking of," said 
Flemming, as the boatmen rested on their oars. 
" The melancholy and singular event it commemo- 
rates happened more than two centuries ago. 
There was a bridal party Jbere upon the ice One 
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winter, and in the midst of the dance the ice 
broke, and the whole merry company were 
drowned tos^ether, except the fiddlers, who were 
sitting on the shore." 

They looked in silence at the monument, and 
at the olue qtdet water, under which the bones 
of the dancers lay buried, hand in hand. The 
monument is of stone, painted white, with an 
overhanging roof to shelter it from storms. In 
a niche m front is a small image of the Saviour, 
in a sitting posture ; and an inscription, upon a 
marble tablet below, says that it was placed there 
by Longinus Walther, and his wife, Barbara 
Juliana von Hainberg ; themselves lon^ since 
peacefully crumbled to dust, side by side, m some 
church-yard. 

" That was breaking the ice with a vengeance !'* 
said Berkley, as they pushed out into the lake 
again ; and ere long they were floating beneath 
tne mighty precipice of Falkenstein, — a steep 
wall of rock, crowned with a chapel and a hermi- 
tage, where in days of old lived the holy Saint 
Wolfgang. It is now haunted only by an echo, 
so distinct and loud, that one might imagine the 
ghost of the departed saint to be sitting there, 
and repeating the voices from below, — ^not word 
by word, but sentence by sentence, as if he were 
passing them up to the recording angel. 

" Ho ! ho ! ho !" shouted Berkley ; and the 
sound seemed to strike the wall of stone, like the 
flapping of steel plates ; " Ho ! ho ! ho ! How 
are you to-day, Samt Wolfgang ! You infernal 
old rascal ! How is the Frau von Wolfgang I 
God save great George our King ! Damn your 
eyes ! Hold your tongue ! Ho ! ho ! ha ! ha ! 
In!" 

And the words were recorded above; and a 
voice repeated them with awfrd distinctness in 
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the blue deptlis overliead ; and Flemmin^ feh in 
hifl inmost soul the contrast between the hoJr 
heavens, and the mockery of laughter, and the 
idle words, which fall back from the sky above us 
and soil not its purity. 

In half an hour tney were at the Tillage of 
Saint Wolfgang, threadmg a narrow street, wjout 
which the roofs of quaint, picturesque old houses 
almost met. It lea them to a Grothic church— -a 
magnificent one for a village ; in front of which 
was a small court, shut in by Italian-looking 
houses, with balconies, and flowers at the win- 
dows. Here a bronze fountain of elaborate 
workmanship was playing in the shade. On its 
summit stood an image of the patron saint of the 
village ; and, running round the underhp of the 
water-basin below, they read this inscription in 
old German rhymes — 

" I am in the honour of Saint Wolfgang raised. 
Abbot Wolfgang Habel of Emensee, he hath 
made me for the use and delight of poor pilgrim 
wight. Neither gold nor wine hath he ; at this 
water shall he merry be. In the year of the 
Lord fifteen hundred and fift€?en hath the work 
completed been. God be praised !" 

As they were deciphering the rude characters 
of this pious inscription, a village priest came 
down a high flight of steps from the parsonage 
near the church, and courteously saluted me 
strangers. After returning the salutation, the 
mad Englishman, without preface, asked him how 
many natural children were annually born in the 
parish. The question seemed to astonish the 
ffood father ; but he answered it civiUv, as he 
did several other questions, which Flemming 
iJ^ought rather indiscreet, to say the least. 

** xou will excuse our curiosity," said he to the 
priest, by way of apology. " We are strangers 
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from distant cotmtries. My Mend is an English- 
man, and I an American." 

Berkley, however, was not so easily silenced. 
After a few moments' oonversation, he broke out 
into most audacious Latin, in which the only 
words clearly intelli^ble were — 

"Plurimum reverende,in Christo religiosissime, 
ac clarissime Domine, necnon et amice obserran* 
dissime ! Petrus sic est locutus : ' Nee arg^entum 
mihi, nee aurum est ; sed quod habeo, hoc tibi 
do ; surge et ambula.' " 

He seemed to be speaking of the fountain. 
The priest answered meekly — 

" Non intellexi, Domine l" 

But Berkley continued with ^eat volubility 
to speak of his being a stranger m the land, and 
all men being stnui^ers upon earth, and hoping 
to meet the good pnest hereafter in the kingdom 
of heaven. The priest seemed confoimded and 
abashed. Through the mist of a strange pro- 
nunciation he could recognise only here and 
there a familiar word. He took out his snuff- 
box ; and tried to quote a passage from Saint 
Paul— 

"Ut dixit Sanctus Paulus; *Qui bene fa- 
cit " 

Here his memory failed him, or, as the French 
say, he was at the end of his Latin, and, stretch- 
ing forth his long forefinger, he eonchided in 
Oerman— • 

" Yes ; — I do n*t — so clearly remember — what 

he did say*" 

The Englishman helped him through with a 
moral phrase ; and then, pulling on his hat, 
exclaimed very solemnly— 

"Vale, Domine doctissime et revereudissi- 
me! 

And the Dominie, as if pursued by a demon, 

L 
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„^e a sudden and precipitate retreat dowi. a 
flight of steps into the street. ,, ^ ^ ^ 

"^^ There K said Berkley. T^W»"^ 
him at his own weapons. What do yon. »»jr 

°^^' W of it." repUed Flemming/' ^J^^^t 
femes slid of Sir'kathaiuelj;^ 
Boratohed ; 'twill serve.' I thi^ ^ if T^^d 
better. But what a whim I I thought I ahouia 

^S.^^^S ^^ by ^e bronze fou^^ 
when die priest returned, acoompamed by a s^oi^ 

man. witK laxge feet, and a long ^hie .^^\he 
aressY, that ft reminded one o^Jolilla s m the 
Bpanieh play, which was Uned with shoes of porK. 
His countenance was broad and placid, Dui ma 
blue eyes gleamed with a wild, mysterious, sor- 
rowful expression. Flemming thought the ijatm 
contest was to be renewed, with more po^^' 
and heavier guns. He was mistaken. -Ui^ 
stranger saluted him in Grerman, and said, that 
having heard he was &om America, he had come 
to question him about that distant country, for 
which he was on the point of embarking. There 
was nothing peculiar in his manner, nor in the 
questions he asked, nor the remarks he made. 
They were the usual questions and remarks 
about cities and climate and sailing the sea. At 
leDgth Flenuning asked him the object of his 
journey to America. The stranger came close 
*^ «^ andlowering hisvoice, saidvery sdexmJy— 
inat holy man, Frederick Baraga, mission- 
ary among the Indiana at liacroix, on Lake Su- 
penor, luw returned to his fatherhmd, Kiain; 
SSiii:-.!^"^^^®^ ^y HeaTen to go forth as 

FlemmW^^^^® ^ one church I" 

• ainaost started at the singolar ear- 
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nestness; with wbicH he uttered these wordi 
and looked at him attentively, fliinlriTig to see 
the face of a madman. But the modest, unas- 
suming look of that placid countenance was un- 
changed, only in the eyes burned a mysterious 
light, as if candles hadoeen lighted in uie brain, 
to magnify the daylight there. 

" It is truly a high vocation," said he in reply. 
" But are you sure that this is no hallucination P 
Are you certain that you have been chosen by 
Heaven for this great work P" 

" I am certain, replied the German, in a tone 
of great calmness and sincerity ; *' and if Saint 
Petor and Saint Paul should come down from 
Heaven to assure me of it, my faith would be 
no stronger than it now is. It has been declared 
to me by many signs and wonders. I can no 
longer doubt nor hecdtate. I have already heard 
the Toice of the Spirit, speaking to me at night ; 
and I know that I am an apostle, and chosen for 
this work. 

Such was the calm enthusiasm with which he 
spoke, that Flemming could not choose but listen. 
He felt interested in this strange being. There 
was something awe-insuiring in we spirit that pos- 
sessed him. After a snort pause, he continue — 

" If you wish to know who I am, I can tell 
you in few words. I think you will not find the 
story without interest." 

He then went on to relate the circumstances 
recorded in the following chapter. 



220 HYPEBIOK. 

CHAPTER VI. 

THE BTOBY OF BBOTHEB BEBNABDUS. 

" I WAS bom in the city of Stein, in the land of 
Krain. My pions mother Grertrude sang me 
psalms and spiritual son^s in childhood; and 
ofben, when I awoke in the night, I saw her still 
sitting patiently at her work by the stove, and 
heard her singing those hymns of heaven, or 
praying in the micmight darkness when her work 
was done. It was for me she prayed. Thus, 
from my earliest childhood, I breathed the breath 
of pious aspirations. Afterwards I went to Lay- 
bach, as a student of theology; and after the 
usual course of study, was ordained a priest. 
I went forth to the care of souls, my own soul 
filled with the faith that ere long all people 
would be united in one church. Yet at times 
my heart was heavy, to behold how many na- 
tions there are who have not heard of Chnst ; 
and how those who are called Christians are 
divided into numberless sects, and how among 
these are many who are Christians in name 
only, I determined to devote myself to the 
great work of the one church universal ; and, 
for this purpose, to give myself wholly up to 
the study of the Evangelists and the Fathers. 
I retirea to the Benedictine cloister of Saint 
Paul, in the valley of Levant. The father 
confessor in the nunnery of Laak, where I 
then lived, strengthened me in this resolve. I 
had long walked with this angel of God in a 
human form, and his parting benediction sank 
deep into my soul. The Rrince-Abbot Berthold, 
of blessed memory, was then head of the Bene- 
dictine convent. He received me kindly, and 
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led me to the libraiy, where I gazed with se- 
cret rapture on the vast folios of the Chris- 
tian fathers, from which, as fit om an arsenal, 
I was to draw the weapons of holy warfare. In 
the study of these the year of my noyiciate 
passed. 1 became a Franciscan Friar, and took 
the name of Brother Bemardus. Yet my course 
of life remained unchanged. I seldom left the 
cloister, but sat in my ceU, and pored over those 
tomes of holy wisdom. About this time the aged 
confessor in Laak departed this life. His death 
was made known to me in a dream. It must 
have been after midnight, when I thought that I 
came into the church, which was brillianUy lighted 
up. The dead body of the venerable saint was 
brought in, attendea by a ^eat crowd. It seemed 
to me, that I must go up mto the pulpit and pro- 
nounce his frmeral oration ; and, as I ascended 
the stairs, the words of my text came into my 
mind — * Blessed in the sight of the Lord is the 
death of his saints.* My Mineral sermon ended 
in a strain of exultation, and I awoke with ' Amen !' 
upon my lips. A few days afterwards, I heard 
tiaat on that night the old man died. After this 
event, I became restless and melancholy. I strove 
in vain to drive ftom me my gloomy thoughts. 
I could no longer study . I was no longer con- 
tented in the cloister. I even thought of leav- 
ing it. 

" One ni'ght, I had gone to bed early, accord- 
ing to my custom, and had fallen asleep. Sud- 
denly I was awakened by a bright and wonderful 
light, which shone all about me, and filled me 
with heavenly rapture. Shortly after I heard a 
voice, which pronounced distinctly these words, 
in the Sclavonian tongue, ' Ilemain in the clois- 
ter r It was the voice of my departed mother. 
I wds fully awake, yet saw nothing but the bright 
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light, whicli disappeared when the words had 
been spoken. Still it was broad daylight in my 
chamber. I thought I had slept beyond my 
usnal honr. I locked at my watch. It waa just 
one o'clock after midnight. Suddenly the oay- 
light yanished, and it was dark. In the morning 
I arose, as if new bom, through the wonder^ 
light, and the words of my mother's voice. It 
was no dream. I knew it was the will of God 
that I should stay, and I could again give myself 
up to quiet study. I read the whole Bible through 
once more in the original text, and went on with 
the Fathers in olu*onological order. Often, 
after the apparition of the light, I awoke at ihe 
same hour; and though I heard no voice and 
saw no light, yet was refreshed with heayenly 
consolation. 

" Not long after this, an important event hap- 

Sened in the cloister. In the absence of the 
eacon of the abbey, 1 was to preach the Thanks- 
giying Sermon of Haryest-home. During the 
week the Prince-Abbot Berthold gave up the 
ghost, and my sermon became at once a thanks- 
giying and funeral sermon. Perhaps it may not 
be unworthy of notice, that I was thus called to 
pronounce tne burial discourse oyer the body of 
the last reigning spiritual Prince-Abbot in Ger- 
many. He was a man of Gk)d, and worthy of 
this nonour. 

" One year after this event, I was appointed 
Professor of Bibhcal Hermeneutics in K^lagen- 
fiirt, and left the abbey for ever. In Klagenmrt 
I remained ten years, dwelling in the same house, 
and eating at the same table, with seventeen 
other protessors. Their conversation naturally 
suggested new topics of study, and brought to 
my notice books which I had never before seen. 
une day I heard at table that Maurus Cappellari, 
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a monk of Camaldol], had been elected Pope, 
undeT the name of Gregory Sixteenth. He was 
spoken of as a very learned man, who had written 
manr- books. At this time I was a firm believer 
in tae Pope's infallibility ; and when I heard 
these boolra mentioned, there arose in me an irre- 
sistible longing to read them. I inquired for 
them, but they were nowhere to be had. At 
length I heard that his most important work, 
The Triumph of the Holy See and of the Church, 
had been translated into German, and nublished 
in Augsburg. Ere long the precious yolume was 
in mTiiands. I began to read it with the pro- 
foundest awe. The farther I read, the more my 
wonder grew. The subject was of the deepest 
interest to me. I could not lay the book out of 
my hand till I had read it through with the 
elosest attention. Now at length my eyes were 
opened. I saw before me a monk, wno nad been 
eaucated in an Italian cloister ; who, indeed, had 
read much, and yet only what was calculated to 
strengthen him in the prejudices of his childhood, 
iind who had entirely neglected those studies 
upon which a bishop should most rely, in order 
to work out the saiyation of man. 1 perceived, 
at the same time, that this was the strongest 
inBtrmnent for battering down the walls w&ch 
separate Christian from Christian. I saw, though 
as yet dimly, the way in which the union of 
Ghnstians in the one true church was to be ac- 
complished. I knew not whether to be most 
astonished at my own blindness, that, in all my 
previous studies, I had not perceived what the 
reading of this single book made manifest to me, 
or at we blindness of the Pope, who had under- 
taken to justify such follies, without perceiving 
that at the same moment he was himself lying in 
fatal error. But since I have learned more mo- 
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roughly the ways of the Lord, I am now no more 
aatonisned at tnis, but pray only to Diyine !l^ro- 
yidence, who so mysteriouslj prepares all people 
to be united in one true churcn. 1 no longer be- 
lieved in the Pope's infallibility ; nay, I belieyed 
even, that, to tne great injury of hiunanity, he 
lay in fatal error. I felt, moreover, that now the 
time had fully come when I should publicly show 
myself, and found in America a parish and a 
school, and become the spiritual guide of men» 
and the schoolmaster of children. 

" It was then, and on that account, that I wrote 
in the Latin tongue my great work on Biblical 
Hermeneutics. But in Germany it cannot be 
published. The Austrian censor of the press 
cannot find time to read it ; though I think, that 
if I have spent so many laborious days and sleep- 
less nights in writing it, this man ought likewise 
to findtime enough not only to read it, but to 
examine all the grounds of my reasoning, and 
point out to me any errors, if ne can find any. 
Notwithstanding, tne Spirit gave me no repose, 
but urged me ever mightily on to the perfection 
of my great work. 

" One morning I sat writing, under peculiar 
influences of the Spirit, upon the Conmsion of 
Tongues, the Division of the People, and the im- 
portance of the study of Comparative Philology, 
m reference to their union in one church. So 
wrapped was I in the thought, that I came late 
into my lecture room ; and after lecture returned 
to my chamber, where I wrote till the clock struck 
twelve. At dinner, one of the Professors asked 
if any one had seen the star, about which so much 
was said. The Profes.sor of Physics said, that 
the student Johannes Schminke had come to him 
in the greatest haste, and besought him to go out 
and see the wonderful stars but, being incredu- 
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lauB about it, he made no haste, and when they 
came into the street, the star had disappearea. 
When I heard the star spoken of, mj soul was 
filled with rapture, and a yoice within me seemed 
to say, ' The great time is approaching — ^labour 
unweariedly in thj work.' I sought out the stu- 
dent, and, nke Herod, inquired dfligently at what 
time the star appeared. He infonned me, that 
just as th^ dock was striking eight in the mom- 
mg, he went out of his house to go to the college, 
and saw on the square a crowd looking at a bri^t 
star. It was the yery hour when I was writmg 
alone in my chamber on the importance of Com- 
paratiye Philology in bringing about the union 
of all nations. T felt that my hour had come. 
Strangely moyed, I walked up and down my 
chamber. The eyening twilight came on. 1 
lighted my lamp, and drew the green curtains 
before the windows, and sat down to read. But 
har^ had I taken the book into my hand, when 
the Smirit began to moye me, and urge me then 
to make my Gist decision and resolye. I made a 
secret yow, that I would undertake theyoyage to 
America. Suddenly my troubled thoughts were 
still. An unwonted rapture filled myneart. I 
sat and read till the supper-bell rang. They were 
speaking at table of a red, glaring meteor, which 
had just been seen in the air, south-east from 
Klagenfurt, and had suddenly disappeared with 
a dull, hollow sound. It was the yery moment 
at which I had taken my final resolution to leave 
my natiye land. £yery great purpose and event . 
ot my life seemed her^ded ana attended by 
divine messengers ; the voices of the dead ; the 
bright morning star, shining in the clear sunshine ; 
and the red meteor, in the evening twilight. 

" I now began seriously to prepare for my de- 
partoro. The chamber I occupied had onceoeen 

l3 
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the library of a Franciscan convent. Only a 
thick wall separated it from the chnrch. In this 
wall was a niche, with heavy folding doors, which 
had served the Franciscans as a repository for 
prohibited books. Here also I kept my papers, 
and my great work on Biblical Mermeneutics. 
The inside of the doors was covered with horri- 
ble caricatures of Luther, Melancthon, Calvin, 
and other great men. I used often to look at 
them with the deepest melancholy, when I thought 
that these great men likewise had laboured upon 
earth, and fought with Satan in the church. 6at 
they were persecuted, denounced, condemned to 
die. So, perhaps, it will be with me. I thought 
of this often, and armed myself against the rear 
of death. I was in constant apprehension, lest 
the police should search my chamber during my 
absence, and, by examining my papers, discover 
my doctrine and designs. JBut the Spirit said to 
me, ' Be of ^ood cheer ; I will so blmd the eyes 
of thy enemies, that it shall not once occur to 
them to think of thy writings.' 

" At length, after many mfficulties and tempt- 
ations of the Devil, I am on my way to America. 
Yesterday I took leave of my dearest friend, 
Gregory Kuscher, in Hallstadt. He seemed 
fillea with the Spirit of God, and has wonder- 
fully strengthened me in my purpose. All the 
hosts of heaven looked on, and were glad. The 
old man kissed me at parting ; and I ascended 
the mountain as if ang^els bore me up in their 
arms. !Near the summit lay a newly-rallen ava- 
iaoche, over which, as yet, no footsteps had passed. 
This was my last temptation. 'Ha!* cried I aloud, 
' Satan has prepared a snare for me ; but I will 
conquer him with godly weapons.' I sprang over 
the treacherous snow with greater faith than 
Saint Peter walked the waters of the Lake of 
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Galilee; and came down the ralley, while tke 
mountain peaks yet shone in the setting son. 
God smiles upon me. I go forth full of hopeful 
courage. On Chnstmas next, I shall exoommu- 
nicate the Pope !'* 

Saying these words, he slowly and solemnly 
took his leaye, like one conscious of the great 
«rents which awaited him, and withdrew with 
the other priest into the church. Flemming could 
not smile as Berkley did; for, in the solitary, 
singular enthusiast who had just left them, ne 
saw only another melancholy victim to solitude 
and over-labour of the brain ; and felt how pain- 
ful a thing it is, thus to become unconsciously 
the almsman of other men's sympathies — a kind 
of blind beggar for the charity of a good wish or 
a prayer. 

The sun was now setting. Silently they floated 
back to Saint Gilgen, amid the cool evening 
shadows. The village clock struck nine as they 
landed ; and as Bendey was to depart early in 
tiie morning, he went to bed betimes. On bid- 
ding Flemmmg good ni^ht, he said — 

'* I shall not see you m ^e morning ; so good- 
bye, and God bless vou. Kemember my parting 
words. Never mind trifles. In this world a man 
must either be anvil or hammer. Care killed a 
cat !" 

" I have heard you say that so often," replied 
Flemming, laughing, " that I begin to believe it. 
But I wonder if Care shaved ms left eyebrow 
after doing the deed, as the ancient Egyptians 
used to do ?•" 

" Aha ! now you are sweeping cobwebs from 
the sky. Good night ! Good night 1" 

A sorrowful event happened in the neighbour- 
hood that night. The widow's child died sud^ 
denly. " Woe is me !" — thus mourns Uie child' 
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lass mother in one of the funeral soligs of Gbeen- 
land — " Woe is me, that I should gaee ttDon thy 
place and find it vacant. In vain for wee ihy 
mother dries the sea-drenched fjrarments !" Kot 
in these words, but in thoughts like theaef did 
the poor mother bewail the death of her child, 
thinking mostly of the vacant place, and the 
dailj cares and solicitudes of maternal love. 
Flemming saw a light in her chamber^ and sha* 
dows moving to and ^, as he stood by the win- 
dow, gazing into the starry, silent sky ; but he 
little thought of the awnil domestic tragedy 
which was even then enacted behind those thin 
curtains. 



CHAPTER VII. 

FOOTPBINTS OF AKOEL8. 

It was Sunday morning, and the church bells 
were all ringing together. From the neighbour- 
ing villages came the solemn, joyful sounds, 
floating through the sunny air, mellow and faint 
and low, all mmsling into one harmonious chime, 
like the soimd of some distant organ in heaven. 
Anon they ceased, and the woods, and the clouds, 
and the whole village, and the very air itselfi 
seemed to pray, — so silent was it every where. 

Two venerable old men — high priests and 
patriarchs were they in the land — ^went up the 
pulpit stairs, as Moses and Aaron went up Mount 
Hor, in the sight of all the congregation, for the 
pulpit stairs were in front, and very liigl^* 

Jcaal Flemming will never forget the sermon 
he heard that dav — no, not even if he should 
live to be as old, as he who preached it. The 
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text was, " I know tkat my Bedeemer liyeth." 
It was meant to console the piona poor widow, 
who aat ri^ht below him at the foot of the pulmt 
Btairs, all in black, and her heart brealdng. He 
aaid nothing of the terrors of death, nor of the 

goom of the narrow house, but, looking bcTond 
tese things, as mere circninstances to whicn the 
imagination mainlj gires importance, he told his 
hearers of the innocence, of cnildhood upon earth, 
and the holiness of childhood in hearen, and how 
the beautiftil Lord Jesus was once a little child, 
and how in heayen the spirits of little children 
walked with him, and gathered flowers in the 
fields of Paradise. Good old man I in behalf of 
humanity, I thank thee for these benignant 
words. And still more than I, the bereayed mo- 
ther thanked thee ; and from that hour, though 
she wept in secret for her duld, yet 

" She knew he was with Jesus, 
And she asked him not again.'' 

After the sermon, Paul Flemming walked forth 
alone into the church-yard. There was no one 
there, saye a little boy, who was fishing with a 
pin hook in a graye half full of water. But a 
few moments afltorward, through the arched gate- 
way imder the belfry, *came a funeral procession. 
At its head walked a priest in wHte surplice, 
chanting. Peasants, old and young, followed 
him, with burning tapers in their nands. A 
young girl carriea in her arms a dead child, 
wrapped in its litUe windins-sheet. The graye 
was close under the wall, by me church door. A 
yase of holy water stood beside it. The sexton 
took the child from the girl's anns, and put it 
into a coffin ; and, as he placed it in the graye, 
the girl held over it a cross, wreathed with roses, 
and the priest and peasants sung a funeral hymn. 
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Wken this wa3 over, the priests sprinkled the 
CTaye and the crowd with holy water ; and then 
uiey all went into the church, each one stopping, 
as ne passed the grave, to throw a handml of 
earth into it, and sprinkle it with the hyssop. 
A few moments afterwards, the voice of the 

friest was heard saying mass in the church, and 
lemming saw the toothless old sexton treading 
with his clouted shoes the firesh earth into the 
grave of the little child. He approached him» 
and asked the age of the deceased. The sexton 
leaned a moment on his spade, and shrugging 
his shoulders, replied — 

" Only an hour or two. It was born in the 
night, and died this morning early.'* 

" A brief existence," said Flemming. " The 
child seems to have been bom only to be buried, 
and have its name recorded on a wooden tomb- 
stone." 

The sexton went on with his work, and made 
no reply. Flemming still lingered among the 
graves, gazing with wonder at the strange de- 
vices by which man has rendered death horrible 
and the grave loathsome. 

In the temple of Juno, at Elis, Sleep and his 
twin-brother I)eath were represented as children 
reposing in the arms of JN^ight. On various 
funeral monuments of the ancients, the genius of 
Death is sculptured as a beautiful youth, leaning 
on an inverted torch, in the attitude of repose, 
his wings folded and his feet crossed. In such 
peacefm and attractive forms did the imagination 
of ancient poets and sculptors represent death. 
And these were men in whose souls the religion 
of nature was like the light of stars, beautiful, 
but faint and cold. Strange, that in later days 
this angel of God, which leads us with a gentle 
hand mto the '• land of the great departed, into 
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the silent land/' should have been transfonned 
into a monstrous and terrific thing. Such is the 
spectral rider on the white horse; — such the 
gliastly skeleton with sc^he and hour-glass ;^- 
me Bieaper, whose name is Death ! 

One of the most popular themes of poetry and 

Sainting in the Middle Ages, and continuing 
own even into modem times, was the Dance of 
Death. In almost all languages is it written,— 
the apparition of the ^rua spectre putting a 
sudden stop to all busmess, and leading men 
away into the " remarkable retirement " of the 
grave. It is written in an ancient Spanish poem, 
and painted on a wooden bridge in Switzerland. 
The designs of Holbein are well known. The 
most striding amon^ them is that, where, from a 

S'oup of chudren sitting round a cottage hearth, 
eath has taken one by the hand, and is leading 
it out of the door. Quietly and unresisting goes 
the littie child, and in its countenance no grief, 
but wonder only ; wlule the other children are 
weeping and stretching forth their hands in vain 
towards their departing brother. It is a beau- 
tiful design, in all sare the skeleton. An angel 
had been better, with folded wings, and torch 
inverted. 

And now the sun was growing high and warm. 
A little chapel, whose <£)or stood open, seemed 
to invite Flemming to enter and enjoy the grate- 
fvl coolness. He went in. There was no one 
there. The walls were covered with paintings 
and sculpture of the rudest kind, and with a few 
funeral tablets. There was nothing there to 
move the heart to devotion ; but in that hour 
the heart of Flemming was weak — ^weak as a 
ehild's. He bowed his stubborn knees, and wept. 
And oh! how many disappointed hopes, how 
many bitter recollections, how much of wounded 
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pride and mureqidted Ioyo were in those tears 
throneh which he read, on a marble tablet in the 
chapel wall opposite, this sin^ar inscription : — 

'* Look not mournfully mto the Fast. It 
comes not back again. Wisely improve the Pre* 
sent. It is thine. Qo forth to meet the shadowy 
Future, without fear, and with a manly heart." 

It seemed to him as if the unknown tenant of 
that grave had opened his lips of dust, and 
spoken to him the words of consolation which 
his soul needed, and which no friend had yet 
spoken. In a moment the anguish of his thoughts 
was still. The stone was rolled away from the 
door of his heart ; death was no longer there, 
but an angel clothed in white. He stood up, 
and his ejes were no more bleared with tears ; 
and lookmg into the bright morning heaven, he 
said — 

** I will be strong." 

Men sometimes go down into tombs, with pain- 
ful longings to behold once more the faces of 
their depicted friends ; and as they gaze upon 
them, lymg there so peacefully with the sem- 
blance uiat they wore on earth, the sweet breath 
of heaven touches them, and ihe features crum- 
ble and fall together, and are but dust. So did his 
soul then descend for the last time into the great 
tomb of the past, with painful longings to behold 
once more the dear faces of those ne had loved ; 
and the sweet breath of heaven touched them, 
and they would not stay, but crumbled away and 
perished as he gazed. They, too, were dust. 
And thus, far-sounding, he heard the ^reat gate 
of the Fast shut behind him, as the Divine Poet 
did the gate of Paradise, when the angel pointed 
him the way up to the Holy Mountain ; and to 
him likewise was it forbidden to look back. 

In the hfe of every man there are sudden 
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titmsitioiis of feeling which seem ahnost miraca- 
lous. At once, as if some magician had touched 
the heavens and the earth, the dark clouds melt 
into the air, the wind falls and serenilr^ succeeds 
the storm. The causes which produce these 
sudden changes may have been long at work 
within us, but the changes themselves are in- 
stantaneous, and apparently without sufficient 
cause. It was so with Flemming ; and firom that 
hour forth he resolved that he would no longer 
veer with every shifting wind of circumstance ; 
no longer be a child's plaything in the hands of 
Fate, which we ourselves do n^e or mar. He 
resolved henceforward not to lean on others, but 
to walk self-confident and self-possessed; no 
longer to waste his years in vain regrets, nor wait 
the fulfilment of boundless hopes and indiscreet 
desires, but to live in the Present wisely, alike 
forgetfVil of the Fast, and careless of what the 
mysterious Future might bring. And from that 
moment he was calm and strong — he was recon- 
ciled with himself. His thoughts turned to his 
distant home beyond the sea. An indescribable, 
sweet feeling arose within him. 

** Thither will I turn my wandering footsteps," 
said he, " and be a man among men, and no 
longer a dreamer among shadows. Henceforth 
be mine a life of action and reality. I will work 
in my own sphere, nor wish it otner than it is. 
This alone is health and happiness. This alone 
is Life, — 

'Life that shall send 
A challenge to its end, 
And when it comes, say. Welcome, friend I' 

Why have I not made these sage reflections, this 
wise resolve, sooner P Can such a simple result 
spring only from the long and intricate process 
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of experience P Ala« I it is not tiU Time, wi^ 
JiokSS hand, has torn out half the leaves from 
Se Book of Human I.ife, to light ihe ^J^^ 
Won with, from day to day,^at man b^g^ 
{Tsae that the leaves which remain are tew in 
number, and to remember, faintly at fi«*' *°5 
then more clearly, that upon the earlier pa^es oi 
that book was written a story of happy mno- 
oenoe, which he would fain read over af""^- 
Then come Hstless irresolution, and the inevitable 
inaction of despair, or else the firm resolve to 
record upon the leaves that still remain a more 
(ioble history than the child's story, with whicn 
tJie book began." 



* FABXWBI.X. to thee. Saint Gilgen !" said Flem- 
Kiing> as he turned on. the brow of the hill to 
jjce his last look at the lake and the village be- 
p»W» and felt that this -was one of the few spots 



^ the wide earth to which be could say farewell 
ritk rwet, " Thy majestic bills have impressed 
lifc^dMelTea upon my soul, as a seal upon wax. 
'I^e qmet beau^ of thy lake shaU be to me for 
r<?jw^ image j>f jpeaoe and purity and stiUness, 
(3^a that mscrti^Mm m tby little cburcb-yard a 
^jEitenoe of wisdom for my after life/' 

;pefi>re the »ettW of the same sun which then 
»^^!L^ ^WwfctlWxir landscape, he was fiu- on his 
•^J^!^ MunieK. He^ad left behind him 

^ Vt^J^^ ^i.*J^ «»^ eTeninif twiKght. 
*- «v«sy a|^ue» and a rounded snmmit 
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capped with snow. There the^ lay, their backs 
like the backs of camels ; a mighty carayaii« re- 
posing at evening in its march across the desert. 

From Munich he passed through Augsburg 
and TJlm, on his way to Stuttgard. At the en- 
trances of towns and Tillages he saw la^e cruci- 
fixes ; and on the fronts of many houses, coarse 
paintings and images of saints. In Gunzburg 
three priests in bh^k were slowly passing down 
the s&eet, and women fell on their knees to 
receire a blessing. There were many beggars, 
too, in the streets; and an old man who was 
making hay in a field by the road side, when he 
saw the carriage approaching, threw down his 
rake, and came tumbfing over the ditch, uttering 
the most dismal wail, with his hat held out in 
both hands. The next day, the bright yellow 
jackets of ^e postilions, and the two great 
tassels of their bugle horns, dangling down their 
backs like cauliflowers, toldhimhewasinWiirtem- 
berg ; and late in the evening he stopped at an 
notel in Stuttoird ; and from his chamber win- 
dow saw, in the bright moonlight, the old Gothic 
cathedral, with its narrow, lancet windows, and 

1'utting buttresses, right in front of him. Ere 
ong he had forgotten all his cares and sorrows 
in sleep, and with them his hopes, and wishes, 
and good resolves. 

He was still sitting at breakfast in his cham- 
ber, the next morning, when the great bell of the 
cathedral opposite be^in to ring, and reminded 
him that it was Sunday. Ere long the organ 
answered from within, and from its golden Bps 
breathed forth a psalm. The congregation began 
to assemble, and Flemming went up with them 
to the house of the Lord. In the body of the 
church he found the pews aU filled or locked ; 
they seemed to belong to families. He went ur 
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into the gallery, and looked oyer the psalm-book 
of a peasant, while the congregation sang the 
sublime old hymn of Martin Lumer, 

" Our God, he is a tower of strength, 
A trusty shield and weapon/' 

During the singing, a fat clergyman, clad in 
black, with a surplice thrown loosely about him, 
came pacing along one of the aisles nrom beneath 
the organ iofb, and ascended the pulpit. After 
the hymn, he read a portion of Scripture, and 
then said, — 

" Let us unite in silent prayer." 

And turning round, he knelt in the pulpit, 
while the congregation remained standing. For 
a while there was a breathless silence in the 
church, which to Elemming was more solemnly 
impressiye than any audib& prayer. The cler- 
gyman then rose and began his sermon. His 
theme was the Eeformation ; and he attemptcHd 
to prove how much easier it was to enter the 
kingdom of Heaven through the gateways of the 
reformed Evangelical Dutch Church, than by the 
aisles and penitential staircases of Saint Peter's. 
He then gave a history of the S>eformation; and, 
when Flemming thought he was near the end, 
he heard him say that he should divide his dis- 
course into four heads. This reminded hinn of 
the sturdy old Puritan, Cotton Mather, who, 
after preaching an hour, would coolly turn the 
hour glass on the pulpit, and say, " Kow, my be- 
loved hearers, let us take another glass." He 
stole out into the silent, deserted streets, and 
went to visit the veteran sculptor Dannecker. He 
found him sitting alone, with his psalm-book, 
and the reminiscences of a life of eighty years. 
As Clemming entered, he arose from the sofa, 
and tottered towards him ; a venerable old moZ 
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of low stature, and dressed in a loose white 
jacket, with a face like Franklin's, his white hair 
flowing oyer his shoulders, and a pale bine eye. 

" So you are from America," said he. " jBut 
you haye a Grerman name. Paul flemming was 
one of our old poets. I haye neyer been in 
America, and neyer shall gq there. I am now 
too old. I haye been in Paris and in Bome. 
But that was lon^ ago. I am now eight-and- 
seyenty years old. 

Here lie took Flemmin^ by the hand, and 
made him sit down by his side, on the sofa ; and 
Flemmin^ felt a mysterious awe creep oyer him^ 
on touchmg the hand of the good old man, who 
sat so serenely amid the gathering shade of 
years, and listened to life's curfew bell, telling, 
with eight-and-seyenty solemn strokes, that the 
hour h^ come, when the fires of all earthly pas- 
sion must be quenched within, and man must 
prepare to lie down and rest till the morning. 

"You see," he continued, ih a melancholy 
tone, "my hands are cold; colder than yours. 
They were warmer once. I am now an old 
man." 

" Yes, these are the hands," answered Flem- 
ming, " that sculptured the beauteous Ariadne 
and the Panther. The soul neyer erows old." 

" Nor does Nature," said the old man, pleased 
with this allusion to his great work, and pointing 
to the green trees before his window. " This 
pleasure I haye left to me. My sight is still 
good. I can eyen distinguish objects on the side 
of yonder mountain. My hearing is also imim- 
paired. For all which, I thank God." 

Then, directing Flemming's attention to a fine 
engraying, which hung on the opposite wall of 
the room, he continued. — 

" That is an engraying of Canoya's Eelip"'^»» 
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I lore to flit here and look at it, for hours to^ 
ffether. It is beautiful. He made the statue for 
his native town, where they had no churcli, until 
he built them one. He plaeed the statue in it. 
This engraving he sent me as a present. All, he 
was a dear, good man. The name of his natiye 
town I have forgotten. My memory fails me. I 
cannot remember names." 

Fearful that he had disturbed the old man in 
his morning devotions, Flemming did not remain 
long, but took his leave with regret. There was 
something impressive in the scene he had wit* 
nessed ;-^this beautiful old age of the artist ; 
sitting by the open window, in the brieht sum- 
mer morning, — ^the labour of life accomplished, 
the horizon reached, where heaven and earth 
meet,— thinldnff it was angel's music, wheu he 
hewd the churcn bells ring ; himself too old to 
ffo. As he walked back to his chamber, he 
Uiought within himself, whether he likewise 
might not accomplish something, which should 
live wfter him ;— might not brinff something per- 
manent out of this fast fleeting life of man, and 
then sit down, like the artist, in serene old age, 
and fold his hands in silence. He wondered how 
a man felt when he srow so old that he could no 
longer go to ohuroh, But must sit at home and read 
the^me in large iprint. His heart was fiill of inde- 
finito lonffings, mmgled with regrets ; longings 
to acoomplish some&ing worthy of life ; regret 
that as yet he had acoomddshed nothing, but nad 
i^lt and dreamed only. Thus the warm days in 
spring bring forth passion-flowera and forget-me- 
nots. It is only after midsummer, when tiie 
days grow shorter and hotter, that firoit baring 
to appemr. Then the heat of the day brmga 
wward the harvest, and after the harvest ^e 
J««vea ftU» and there ia a grey ftoek Mochme- 
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ditatin^ upon these things, Paul Flemmiuff 
reached his hotel. At that moment a person clad 
in green came down the church steps, and crossed 
the street. It was the Grerman mechanic of In- 
terlachen. Flemming started as if a green snake 
had suddenly crossed his path. He took refuge 
in his chamber. 

That night, as he was sitting alone in his 
chamber, having made his preparations to depart 
the following morning, his attention was arrested 
by the souna of a female voice in the next room. 
A thin partition, with a door, separated it from 
his own. He had not before observed that the 
room was occupied. But in the stillness of che 
night, the tones of that voice struck his ear. He 
listened. It was a lady, reading the prayers of 
the English Church. The tones were familiar, 
and awakened at once a thousand painfully sweet 
recollections. It was the voice of Mary Ash- 
burton ! His heart could not be deceived ; and 
all its wounds began to bleed afresh, like those 
of the murdered man when the murderer ap- 
proaches. His first impulse was of affection 
only, boujadless, irrepressible, delirious, as of old, 
in the green valley of Interlachen. He waited 
for the voice to cease, that he might so to her, 
and behold her face once more. And then his 
pride rose up within him, and he rebuked this 
weakness. He remembered his firm resolve, 
and blushed to find himself so feeble. And the 
voice ceased ; and yet he did not go. Pride had 
so far gained the mastery over affection. He lav- 
down upon his bed, like a child as he was. Au 
about lum was silence, and the silence was holy, 
for she was near ; so near, that he could almost 
hear the beating of her heart. He knew now 
for the first time how weak he was, and how 
strong was his passion for that woman. H^'" 
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heart was like the altar of the Israelites of old ; 
and, though drenched with tears, as with rain, it 
was kindled at once by the holy £[re from heaven J 

Towards morning he fell asleep, exhausted 
with the strong excitement ; and in that hour, 
when, sleep bemg " nigh unto the soul," visions 
are deemed propnetic, he dreamed. O blessed 
vision of the morning, stay ! thou wert so fair ! 
He stood again on the green sunny meadow, be* 
neath the ruined tower ; and she was by his side, 
with her pale, speaking countenance, and holy 
eyes ; and he kissed her fair forehead ; and she 
turned her face towards him, beaming with affec- 
tion, and said, " I confess it now ; you are the 
Magician V* and pressed him in a meek embrace, 
that he "might rather feel than see the sweUisg 
of her heart." And then she faded away from 
his arms, and her face became transfigured, and 
her voice like the voice of an angel in Heaven ; 
— and he awoke, and was alone ! 

It was broad daylight, and he heard the pos- 
tilion, and the stampmg of horses' hoofs on the 
pavement at the door. At the same moment his 
servant came in with coffee, and told him all was 
ready. He did not dare to stay. But throwing 
himself into the carriage, he cast one look to- 
wards the window of the Dark Ladie, and a 
moment afterwards had left her for ever ! He 
had drunk the last drop of the bitter cup, and 
now laid the golden goblet gently down, knowing 
that he should behold it no more ! 

No more ! O, how majestically mournful are 
those words ! They sound like the roar of the 
wind through a forest of pines ! 
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Gbeat men stand like solitary towers in the citr 
of God, and secret passages running deep beneath 
external nature give iheir thoughts intercourse 
with higher intelligences, which strengthens and 
consoles them, and of which the labourers on the 
surface do not eren dream ! 

Some such thought as this was floating vaguely 
through the brain of Mr. Churchill, as ne closed 
his school-house door behind him ; and if in any 
degree he applied it to himself, it may perhaps 
be pardonea m a dreamy, poetic man like him ; 
for we judge ourselves by what we feel capable of 
doing, whfle others judge us by what we have 
alreiuly done. And moreover his wife considered 
him equal to great things. To the people in the 
village, he was the school-master, and nothing 
more. They beheld in his form and coimtenance 
no outward sign of the divinity within. They 
saw him dailv moiling and delving in the com- 
mon path, like a beetle, and little thought that 
underneath that hard and cold exterior, lay folded 
delicate golden wings, wherewith, when the heat 

m2 
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of day was over, he soared and revelled in the 
pleasant eyening air. 

To-day he was soaring and revelling before the 
sun had set ; for it was Saturday. With a feel- 
ing of infinite relief he left behind him the empty 
school-house, into which the hot sun of a Sep- 
tember afternoon was pouring. All the bright 
young faces were gone; all the impatient little 
hearte were gone ; all ^e fresh voices, shriU, but 
musical with the melody of childhood, were gone; 
and the lately busy re&un was given up to si&aoe, 
and the dusty sunshine, and the old gray flies, 
that buzzed and bumped their heads against the 
window-panes. The sound of the outer door, 
creaking on its hebdomadal hinges, was like a 
sentinef s challenge, to which the key growled 
responsive in the lock ; and the master, eastinjg a 
fortive glance at the last caricature of himseli in 
red chalk on the wooden fence close by, entered 
with a light step the solemn avenue of pines that 
led to the margm of the river. 

At first his step was quick and nervous ; and 
he swung his cane as if aiming blows at some in- 
visible and retreating enemy. Though a meek 
man, there were moments wiien he remembered 
with bitterness the unjust reproaches of fathers 
and their insulting words ; and then he fought 
imaginary battles with people out of sijprht, and 
struck them to the ground, and trampted upon 
them; for Mr. Churchill was not exempt nom 
the weakness of human nature, nor the cnBt<miary 
vexations of a school-master's life. Unruly sons 
and unreasonable fathers did sometiHies embitter 
his else sweet days and nights. But as he walked, 
his step grew slower, andnis heart oalmer. The 
coolness and shadows of the gi^at trees comforted 
and satisfied him, and he heard the voice of tioye 
wind as it were the voice of spirits calling around 
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him in the air. So that when he emerged from 
the black woodlands into the meadows by the 
river's side, all his cares were forgotten. 

He lay down for a moment under a sycamore, 
and thought of the Soman Consul Licinios, pass- 
ing a night with eighteen of his followers in the 
hollow trunk of me great Lycian plane-tree. 
From the branches overhead the falling seeds 
were wafted away through the soft air on plumy 
tufts of down. The continuous murmur of the 
leaves, and of the swift running stream, seemed 
rather to deepen than disturb the pleasing soli- 
tude and silence of the place ; and for a moment 
he imagined himself far away in the broad prai- 
ries of the West, and lying beneath the luxuriant 
trees that overhang the banks of the Wabash and 
the Kaskaskia. He saw the sturgeon leap froni 
the river, and flash for a moment m the stmshine. 
Then a flock of wild-fowl flew across the sky to- 
wards the sea-mist that was rising slowly in the 
east ; and his soul seemed to float away on the 
river's current, till he had glided far out into the 
measureless sea, and the sound of the wind among 
the leaves was no longer the sound of the wind, 
but of the sea. 

Nature had made Mr. Churchill a poet, but 
destiny made him a school-master. This produced 
a discord between his outward and his inward 
existence. Life presented itself to him like the 
Sphinx, with its perpetual riddle of the real and 
the ideal. To the solution of this dark problem 
he devoted his days and his nights. He was 
forced to teach grammar when he would fain have 
written poems ; and from day to day, and from 
year to year, the trivial things of liie postponed 
the great designs, which he felt canable of accom- 

Elishing, but never had the resolute courage to 
egin. Thus he dallied with his thoughts and 
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with all things, and wasted his strength on trifles ; 
like the lazy sea, that plays with the pebbles on 
its beach, bnt under the inspiration of the wind 
miffht lift great navies on its outstretched palnUy 
and toss them into the air as playthings. 

The evening came. The setting sun stretched 
his celestial rods of light across the level land- 
scape, and, like the Hebrew in Egypt, smote the 
rivers and the brooks and the ponds, and they 
became as blood. 

Mr. Churchill turned his steps homeward. He 
climbed the hill with the old windmill on its sum- 
mit, and below him saw the lights of the village ; 
and around him the sreat landscape sinking 
deeper and deeper into tne sea of darkness. He 
passed an orchard. The air was flUed with the 
odour of the fallen &uit, which seemed to him as 
sweet as the iragrance of the blossoms in June* 
A few steps farmer brought him to an old and 
neglected church-yard ; and he paused a moment 
to look at the white gleaming stone, under which 
slumbered the old clergyman, who came into the 
village in the time of the Indian wars, and on 
which was recorded that for half a century he 
had been " a painful preacher of the word." He 
entered the village street, and interchanged a few 
words with Mr. Pendexter, the venerable divine, 
whom he found standing at his gate. He met, 
also, an ill-looking man, carrying so many old 
boots, that he seemed literally buried in them ; 
and at intervals encoimtered a stream of strong 
tobacco smoke, exhaled from the pipe of an Irish 
labourer, and pervading the damp evening air* 
At length he reached his own door. 
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II. 

When Mr. Clmrcliill entered his study, he found 
the lamp lighted, and his wife waiting for him. 
The wood &e was singing on the hearth, like a 
grasshopper in the heat and silence of a summer 
noon ; and to his heart the chill autumnal evening 
became a summer noon. His wife turned towards 
him with looks of love in her joyous blue eyes ; 
and in the serene expression of her face he read 
the Divine beatitude, " Blessed are the pure in 
heart." 

No sooner had he seated himself by the fire- 
side, than the door was swun^ wide open, and on 
the threshold stood, with his legs apart, like a 
miniature colossus, a lovely, golden ooy, about 
three years old, with long, light locks, and very 
red cheeks. Ailer a moment's pause, he dashed 
forward into the room with a snout, and estab- 
lished himself in a large arm-chair, which he 
converted into a carrier s waggon, and over the 
back of which he urged forward his ima^nary 
horses. He was followed by Lucy, the maid of 
all work, bearing in her arms the baby, with large, 
round eyes, and no hair. In his mouth he held 
an India rubber ring, and looked very much like 
a street-door knocker. He came down to say good 
night, but, after he had got down, could not say 
it ; not being able to say anything but a kind of 
explosive '* f apa !" He was then a good deal 
kissed, and tormented in various ways, and finally 
sent off to bed, blowing little bubbles with his 
mouth ; Lucy blessing nis little heart, and asse- 
verating that nobody could feed him in the night 
without loving him ; and that if the fiies bit mrn 
any more she would pull out every tooth in their 
heads! 
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Then came Master Alfred's hour of triumph 
and sovereiffu sway. The fire-lifht gleamed oa 
hia hard, rc^ cheeKS, and glancea from his liquid 
ejea and small white teetn. He piled lus wag- 
gon full of books and pi^rs, and dashed off to 
town at the top of his speed ; he deliyered and 
received parcels and letters, and played the post- 
boy's horn with his lips. Then he dimbea the 
back of the great chaur, san^ " Sweep ho !" as 
from the top of a yery high chmmey, and, sliding 
down upon the cushion, pretended to fall asleep 
in a little white bed, with white curtains ; from 
which ima^;inary slumber his father awoke him 
by crying m his ear, in mysterious tones, — 

" What little boy is this I" 

Finally he sat down in his chair at his mother's 
knee, and listened yery attentiyely, and for the 
hundredth time, to the story of the dog Jumper, 
which was no socmer ended, than vociferously 
called for again and again. On the fifth repeti- 
tion, it was cut as short as the dos's tail by Lucy, 
who, haiying put the baby to bed, now came for 
Master Alma. He seemed to hope he had been 
forgotten, but was nevertheless marched off to 
bed, without any particular regard to his feel- 
ings, and disappeared in a kind of abstracted 
mood, repeating softly to himself his father's 
words ~— 

" Good night, Alfred !" 

His father looked fondly after him as he went 
up stairs, holding Lucy by one hand, and with 
the other rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. 

" Ah ! these children, these children !" said 
Mr. Churchill, as he sat down at the tea-table ; 
" we ought to love them very much now, for we 
shall not have them long with us I" 

" Good heavens !" exclaimed his wife, " what 
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do you mean P Does anything ail them P Are 
they going to die ?" 

" I nope not. But they ore going to grow up, 
and be no longer children." 

" And yet it seems impossible that they should 
ever grow to be men, ana drag the heavy artiUery 
along the dusty roads of life. ' 

" O, you foolish man ! You gave me such a 
fright I^ 

"And I hope they never will. That is the 
last thing I want either of them to do." 

" O, I do not mean literally, only figuratively. 
By the way, speaking of growing up and grow- 
ing old, I saw Mr. Fendexter this evening, as 1 
came home." 

** And what had he to say P" 

"He told me he should preach his farewell 
sermon to-morrow." 

" Poor old man 1 I really pity him." 

" So do I. But it must be confessed he is a 
dull preacher ; and I dare say it is as duU work 
for hrai as for his hearers." 

" Why are they going to send him away ?" 

" O, tnere are a ffreat many reasons. He does 
not give time and attention enough to his ser- 
mons and to his parish. He is always at work 
on his farm ; always wants his salary raised ; and 
insists upon his right to pasture his horse in the 
parish fields." 

" Hark I" cried his wife, lifting up her face in 
a listening attitude. 

" What is the matter P" 

" T thought I heard the baby !" 

There was a short silence. Then Mr. Churchill 
said— 

" It was only the cat in the cellar." 

At this moment I^ucy came in. She hesitated 
a little, and then, in a submissive voice, asV ^ 

k3 
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leave to go down to the Tillage to buy some 
ribbon for Tier bonnet. Lncy was a jjirl of fifteen, 
who had been taken a few years before from an 
Orphan Asylum. Her dark eyes had a gipsy 
looK, and she wore her brown hair twisted ronnd 
her head, after the manner of some of Mnrillo's 
girls. She had Milesian blood in her veins, and 
was impetaons and impatient of contradiction. 

When she had left the room, the school-master 
resumed the conversation by saying,-^ 

" I ao not like Lucy's going out so much in tho 
evening. I am afinud she wUl get into trouble. 
She is really very pretty." 

Then thm was another pause ; afier which he 
added, — 

"My dear wife, one thing puzzles me ex- 
ceedingly." 

"And what is that P" 

" It is to know what that man does with all 
the old boots he picks up about the village. I 
met him again this evening. He seemed to have 
as many feet as Briareus had hands. He is a 
kind of centipede." 

" But what has that to do with Lucy P" 

" Nothing. It only occurred to me at the mo- 
ment ; and I can never imagine what he does 
with so many old boots." 



III. 



When tea was over, Mr. Churchill walked to 
and fro in his study, as his custom was. And as 
he walked, he gazed with secret rapture at the 
books which lined the walls, and thought how 
many bleeding hearts and aching heads had 
"md consolation for themselves, and imparted 



KAYANAGH. 251 

it to others, by writing those pages. The books 
seemed to him ahnost as Hying beings, so in- 
stinct were they with human thoughts and sym- 
pathies. It was as if the authors themselyes 
were gazinff at him from the walls, with counte- 
nances neimer sorrowful nor glad, but Ml of 
calm indifference to fate, like those of the poets 
who appeared to Dante in his vision, walking to- 
gether on the dolorous shore. And then ho 
dreamed of fame, and thought that perhaps hero- 
after he might be in some degree, and to some 
one, what these men wove to nim; and in the 
enthusiasm of the moment he exclaimed aloud,—- 

"Would you have me be like these, dear 
Mary!" 

" Like these what P" asked his wife, not com- 
prehending him. 

" Like these great and good men, — ^like these 
scholars and poets, — ^the authors of all these 
books !" 

She pressed his hand and said, in a soft but 
excited tone, — 

" O, yes ! Like them, only perhaps better !" 

" Then I will write a romance !" 

" Write it !" said his wife, like the angel. For 
she believed that then he would become famous 
for ever ; and that all the vexed and busy world 
would stand still to hear him blow his little 
trumpet, whose sound was to rend the adaman- 
tine walls of time, and reach the ears of a far-off 
and startled posterity. 



rv. 

" I WAS thinking to-day," said Mr. Churchill a 
few minutes afterwards, as he took some papers 
Crom a drawer scented with a quince, and ar- 
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ranged them on the stady table, while his wife 
as usual seated herself opposite to him with her 
work in her hand, — " I was thinking to-day how 
dull and prosaic the study of mathematics is 
made in our school-books ; as if the grand science 
of numbers had been discovered and perfected 
merely to further the purposes of trade. ' 

" For my part," answei^ his wife, " I do not 
see how you can make mathematics poetical. 
There is no poetry in them." 

"Ah, that is a very great mistake! There is 
something divine in the science of numbers. 
Like Grod, it holds the sea in the hollow of its 
hand. It measures the earth; it weighs the 
stars ; it illumines the universe ; it is law, it is 
order, it is beauty. And jet we imagine — that 
is, most of us — ^that its highest end and cul- 
minating point is book-keepmg by double entry. 
It is our way of teaching it that makes it so 
prosaic." 

So saying, he arose, and went to one of his 
book-cases, from the shelf of which he took down 
a little old quarto volume, and laid it upon the 
table. 

"Now here," he continued, " is a book of ma- 
thematics of quite a different stamp from ours." 

" It looks very old. What is it P" 

" It is the liilawati of Bhascara Acharya, 
translated from the Sanscrit." 

"It is a pretty name. Pray what does it 
mean P" 

''Lilawati was the name of Bhascara's daughter; 
and the book was written to perpetuate it. Here 
is an account of the whole matter." 

He then opened the volume, and read as 
follows : — 

" It is said that the composing of Lilawati was 

^-asioned by the following circumstance. TJ1% - 
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wad was the name of the author's daughter, con- 
cerning whom it appeared, irom the quaUties of 
the Ascendant at her birth, that she was des- 
tined to pass her life nnmarried, and to remain 
without children. The father ascertained a 
lucky hour for contracting her in marriage, 
that she might be firmly connected, and have 
children. It is said that, when that hour ap- 
proached, he brought his daughter and his in- 
tended son near him. He left the hour-cup on 
the Tessel of water, and kept in attendance a 
time-knowing astrologer, in order that, when the 
cup should subside in the water, those two pre- 
cious jewels should be united. But as the in- 
tended arrangement was not according to des- 
tiny, it happened that the girl, from a curiosity 
natural to children, looked into the cup to ob- 
serve the water coming in at the hole ; when by 
chance a pearl separated &om her bridal dress, 
fell into the cup, and, rolling down to the hole, 
stopped the innux of the water. So the astro- 
loger waited in expectation of the promised hour. 
When the operation of the cup nad thus been 
delayed beyond all moderate time, the father 
was in consternation, and examining, he found 
that a small pearl had stopped the course of the 
water, and tne long-expected hour was passed. 
In short, the father, thus disappointed, said to 
his unfortunate daughter, I will write a book of 
your name, which shall remain to the latest 
times, — for a good name is a second life, and the 
groundwork of eternal existence." 

As the school-master read, the eyes of his wife 
dilated and grew tender, and she said, — 

" What a beautiful story I When did it hap- 
pen P" 

" Seven hundred years ago, among the Hin» 
doos." 
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Why not write a poem about it P" 
Because it is already a poem of itself,— one 
of those things, of which the simplest statement 
is the best, and which lose by embellishment. 
The old Hindoo legend, brown with age, would 
not please me so well if decked in eay ooIouts, 
and nung round with the tinkling heuB of rhyme. 
Now hear how the book begins.' 

Again he read : — 

" oalntation to the elephant-headed Being who 
infuses joy into the minds of his worshippers, 
who dehvers from every difficulty those that call 
upon him, and whose feet are reverenced by the 
gods ! — Beverenoe to Granesa, who is beautiml aa 
the pure purple lotos, and around whose neck 
the black curling snake winds itself in playful 
folds!" 

" That sounds rather mystical," said his wife. 

" Yes, the book begins with a salutation to the 
Hindoo deities, as tne old Spanish Chronidea 
begin in the name of God and the Holy Vir* 
gin. And now see how poetical some of uie ex* 
anrples are." 

He then turned over the leaves slowly and 
read, — 

" One-third of a collection of beautiful water* 
lilies is offered to Mahadev, one-fifth to Huri, 
one-sixth to the Sun, one-fourth to Devi, and 
six which remain are presented to the spiritual 
teacher. B«quired the whole number of water* 

lilies." ; 

"That is very pretty," said the wife, "and 
would put it into tne lioys* heads to bring you 
pond-lilies." 

" Here is a prettier one still. One-fiflh of a 
hive of bees flew to the Xadamba flower ; one* 
third flew to the Silandhara ; three times the 
diflerence of thcBe two numbers flew to an arbor; 



EAYJUTAGH. 255 

and one bee continued flying about, attracted on 
each side by the fragrant Ketaki and the Malati. 
What was the number of the bees P*' 

** I am sure I should never be able to telL" 

"Ten times the square root of a flock of 
geese " 

Here Mrs. Churchill laughed aloud: but he 
continued very gravely,— 

** Ten times the square root of a flock of ffeese, 
seeing the clouds collect, flew to the Manus lake ; 
one-eighth of the whole flew from the edge of 
the water amongst a multitude of water-lilies, 
and three couple were observed playin^f in the 
water. Tell me, my young girl with beautiful 
locks, what was the whole number of geese P" 

" Well, what was it P" 

" What should you tMnk P" 

" About twenty." 

*• No, one hundred and foriy-four. Now try 
another. The square root of naif a number of 
bees, and also eight-ninths of the whole, alighted 
on the jasmines, and a female bee buzz^ re- 
sponsive to the hum of the male inclosed at night 
in a water-lily. O, beautiful damsel, tell me the 
number of bees." 

" That is not there. You made it." 

** No, indeed I did not. I wish I had made it. 
Look and see." 

He showed her the book, and she read it her- 
self. He then proposed some of the geometrical 
questions. 

" In a lake the bud of a water-lily was ob- 
served, one span above the water, and when 
moved by the gentle breeze, it sunk in the water 
at two cubits* distance. Eequired the depth of 

the water." 

" That is charming, but must be very difficult, 
I could not answer it." 
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" A tree one hundred cubits bigli is distant 
from a well two hundred cubits ; from this tree 
one monkey descends and goes to the well ; 
another monkey takes a leap upwards, and then 
descends by the hypothenuse; and both pass 
orer an equal space. Required the height of the 



" I do not believe you can answer that ques- 
tion yourself, without looking into the book," 
said the laughing wife, laying ner hand over the 
solution. "Try it." 

" With great pleaure, my dear child," cried 
the confident school-master, taking a pencil and 
paper. After making a few figures and calcula- 
tions, he answered, — 

** There, my young girl with beautiful locks, 
there is the answer, — forty cubits." 

His wife removed her hand &om the book, and 

^en, clapping both in triumph, she exdaimed, — 

"No, you are wrong, you are wrong, my 

beautiftil youth with a bee in your bonnet. 

It is fifty cubits !" 

" ^^®^ I must have made some mistake." 
^ " Of course you did. Your monkey did not 
jump high enough." 

She signalized his mortifying defeat afi if it had 
„^^ ^.^^tory, by showermg kisses, like roses, 
«^ 5. 7? ^^^'^^ead and cheeks, as he passed be- 
neatn the triumphal arch-way of her arms, tryinff 
m vain to articulate.— * J ^ 



articulate, 
, ^ «•' ,--^arest L 
ber of the geese P 



r^^i?^®^®«* Mawati, what is the whole num- 
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V. 

Afteb extricating himself from this pleasing 
dilemma, he said, — 

" But I am now going to write. I must reaOy 
be^ in sober earnest, or I shall never get any 
thmg finished. And you know I have so many 
things to do, so many books to write, that reallv 
I do not know where to begin. I think I will 
take up the Somance first." 

" It will not make much difference, if you only 
begin r 

" That is true. I will not lose a moment." 

"Did you answer Mr. Cartwright's letter 
about the cottage bedstead P" 

" Dear me, no ! I forgot it entirely. That 
must be done first, or he will make it all wrong." 

" And the young lady who sent you the poetry 
to look over and criticise P" 

" No ; I have not had a single moment's lei- 
sure. And there is Mr. Hanson, who wants to 
know about the cooking-range. Confound it ! 
there is always something interfering with my 
Pomance. However, I wul despatch those mat- 
ters very speedily." 

And he began to write with great haste. For 
a while nothing was heard but the scratching of 
his pen. Then he said, probably in connexion 
with the cooking-range, — 

" One of the most convenient things in house- 
keeping is a ham. It is always ready, and always 
welcome. You can eat it with any thing and 
without any thing. It reminds me always of the 
great wild boar Scrimner, in the Northern My- 
cology, who is killed every day for the gods to 
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feast on in Yallialla, and comes to life again ereir 
night." 

'* In that case, I should think the gods would 
have the nightmare," said his wife. 

** Perhaps they do." 

And then another long silence, broken only bj 
the skating of the swift pen over the sheet. Pre- 
sently Mrs. Churchill said,-^as if following out 
her own train of thought, while she ceased ply- 
ins her needle to bite off the thread, which ladies 
wul sometimes do, in spite of all that is said 
against it, — 

" A man came here to-day, calling himself the 
agent of an extensive house in the needle trade. 
He left this sample, and said the drill of the eye 
was superior to any other, and they are warranted 
not to cut the thread. He puts them at the 
wholesale price ; and if I do not like the sizes, 
he offers to exchange them for others, either 
sharps or betweens." 

To this remark the abstracted school-master 
vouchsafed no reply. He found his half-dozen 
letters not so easily answered, particularly that 
to the poetical young lady, and worked away 
busily at them. FinSly, tney were finished and 
sealed ; and he looked up to his wife. She 
turned her eyes dreamily upon him. Slumber 
was hanging m their blue orbs, like snow in the 
heavens, ready to fall. It was quite late, and he 
said to her, — 

"I am too tired, my charming Lilawati, and 
you too sleepy, to sit nere any longer to-night. 
And, as I do not wish to begin my Itomance 
without having you at my side, so that I can 
read^ detached passages to you as I write, I will 
put it off till to-morrow or the next day." 

He watched his wife as she went up stairs 
with the light. It was a picture always new and 
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always beautifol, and like a painting of Gherardo 
della Notte. As he followed her, he paused to 
look at the stars. The beauty of the hearens 
made his soul overflow. 

"How absolute," he exclaimed, "how abso- 
lute and omnipotent is the silence of the niffht ! 
And yet the stillness seems almost audible i 
Prom all the measureless depths of air around us 
comes a half-sound, a half-wtiisper, as if we could 
hear the crumbling and falling away of earth and 
all created things, in the great miracle of nature, 
decay and reproduction, ever beginning, never 
ending, — ^the gradual lapse and running of the 
sand m the great hour-glass of Time !" 

In the night, Mr. Uhurchill had a singular 
dream. He thought himself in school, where he 
was reading Latin to his pupils. Suddenly all 
the genitive cases of the first declension be?an 
to make faces at him, and to laush immoderately; 
and when he tried to lay hold of them, they 
jumped down into the ablative, and the circum- 
flex accent assumed the form of a great moustache. 
Then the little village school- house was trans- 
formed into a vast and endless school-house of 
the world, stretching forward, form after form, 
through all the generations of coming time ; and 
on aU the forms sat young men and old, reading 
and transcribing his JSomance, which now in his 
dream was completed, and smiling and passing 
it onward from one to another, till at last the 
clock in the comer struck twelve, and the weights 
ran down with a strange, angry whirr, and the 
school broke up ; and tne school-master awoke 
to find this vision of fame only a dream, out of 
which his alarm-clock had aroused him at m un- 
timely hour. 
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VI. 

MxANWHiLB, a different scene was taking place 
at the parsonage. Mr. Pendexter had retired to 
his stady to finish his farewell sermon. Silence 
reigned through the house. Sunday had already 
commenced there. The week ended with the 
setting of the sun, and the evening and the morn- 
ing were the first day. 

The clergyman was interrupted in his labours 
by the old sexton, who called as usual for the 
key of the church. He was gently rebuked for 
coming so late, and excused nimself by saying 
that his wife was worse. 

^' Poor woman !" said Mr. Pendexter ; " has 
she her mind P" 

"Yes," answered the sexton, "as much as 
erer." 

" She has been ill a long time," continued the 
clergyman. "We hare had prayers for her a 
great many Sundays." 

"It is very true, sir," replied the sexton, 
mournfully ; " I have ffiren you a great deal of 
trouble. But you need not pray for her any 
more. It is of no use." 

Mr. Pendexter's mind was in too fervid a state 
to notice the extreme and hopeless humility of 
his old parishioner, and the unintentional allusion 
to the mefficacy of his prayers. He pressed the 
old man's hand warmly, and said, with much 
emotion,— 

" To-morrow is the last time that I shall preach 
in this parish, where I have preached for twenty- 
five years. But it is not the last time I shall 
pra^ for you and your family." 

The sexton retired also much moved ; and the 
clergyman again resumed his task. His heart 
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glowed and bnmed within liim. Often his faoe 
flushed and his eyes filled with tears, so that he 
could not go on. Often he rose and paced the 
chamber to and fro, and wiped away the large 
drops that stood on his red and feverish fore- 
head. 

At length the sermon was finished. He rose 
and looked out of the window. Slowly the clock 
struck twelve. He had not heard it strike be- 
fore, since six. The moonlight silvered the dis- 
tant hiUs, and lay, white almost as snow, on the 
frosty roofs of the village. Kot a light could be 
seen at any window. 

" Ungrateful people I Could you not watch 
with me one hour P exclaimed he, in that ex- 
cited and bitter moment ; as if he had thought 
that on that solemn night the whole parish would 
have watched, while he was writing his farewell 
discourse. He pressed his hot brow against the 
window-pane to allay its fever ; and across the 
tremulous wavelets of the river the tranquil 
moon sent towards him a silvery shaft of liffht, 
like an angelic salutation. And the consoling 
thought came to him, that not only this river, 
but {ul rivers and lakes, and the great sea itself, 
were flashing with this heavenly light, Ihough he 
beheld it as a single ray only ; and that what to 
him were the dara waves were the dark provi- 
dences <^ God, luminous to others, and even to 
himself should he change his position. 
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VII. 



Thb morning came ; the dear, delicious, silent 
Sunday ; to the weary workman, both of brain 
and hand, the belorea day of rest. When the 
first bell rang, like a brazen mortar, it seemed 
from its gloomy fortress to bombard the Tillage 
with bursting shells of sound, that exploded over 



the houses, snatterinff the ears of all the parish- 
ners, and shaking the consciences of many. 
Mr. Pendexter was to preach his farewell ser- 



mon. The church was crowded, and only one 
person came late. It was a modest, meek girl» 
who stole silently up one of the side aisles, — ^not 
so silently, however, but that the pew-door 
creaked a uttle as she opened it ; and straightway 
a hundred heads were turned in that di^ction, 
although it was in the midst of the prayer. Old 
Mrs. fairfield did not turn round, out she and 
her daughter looked at each other, and their 
bonnets made a parenthesis in that prayer, with* 
in which one asked what that was, and the other 
replied,-*- 

" It is only Alice Archer. She always comes 
late." 

Finally the long prayer was ended, and the 
congregation sat down, and the weary children— 
who are always restless during prayers, and had 
been for nearly half an hour twisting and turn- 
ing, and stanain£[ first on one foot and then on 
the other, and nanging their heads over the 
backs of the pews, like tired colts looking into 
neighbouring pastures — settled suddenly down, 
and subsided into something like rest. 

The sermon began, — such a sermon as had 
never been preached, or even heard of before. 



KATANAOH. 263 

It brought many ' tears into the eyes of the 
pastor's friends, and made the stoutest hearts 
among his foes quake with something like re- 
morse. As he announced the text, " Yea, I think 
it meet as long as I am in this tabernacle to stir 
you up, by putting you in remembrance," it 
seemed aa if the apostle Peter himself, from 
whose pen the word!s first proceeded, were call- 
ingthem to judgment. 

He began by giving a minute sketch of his 
ministry and the state of the parish, with all its 
troubles and dissensions, social, political, and 
ecclesiastical. He concluded by thanking those 
ladies who had presented him with a black sUk 
gown, and had been kind to his wife during her 
long illness ; — by apologizing for having neg- 
lected his own business, which was to study and 
preach, in order to attend to that of the parish, 
which was to support its minister, — stating that 
his own short-comings had been owing to theirs, 
which had driven him into the woods in winter, 
and into the fields in summer ; — and finally, by 
telling the congregation in general, that they 
were so confirmed in their bad habits, that no 
reformation was to be expected in them imder his 
ministry, and that to produce one would require 
a greater exercise of Divine power than it did to 
create the world ; for in creating the world there 
had been no opposition, whereas, in their reform- 
ation, their own obstinacy, and evil pronensi- 
ties, and self-seeking, and worldly-mindeoness, 
were all to be overcome ! 



2B4 KAYANAGH. 



VIII. 



Whek Mr. Fendexter had finished his discourse, 
and pronounced his last benediction upon a con- 
gregation to whose spiritual wants he had minis- 
ter^ for so many years, his people, now his no 
more, returned nome in very various states of 
mind. Some were exasperated, others mortified, 
and others filled with pity. 

Among the last was Alice Archer, — a fair, deli- 
cate girl, whose whole life had been saddened by 
a too sensitiye organization, and by somewhat 
untoward circumstonces. She had a pale, trans- 
parent complexion, and large grey eyes, that 
seemed to see visions. Her figure was slight, 
almost fragile ; her hands white, slender, diapna- 
nous. With these external traits her character 
was in unison. She was thoughtful, silent, sus- 
ceptible ; often sad, often in tears, often lost in 
reveries. She led a lonely life with her mother, 
who was old, querulous, and nearljr blind. She 
had herself inherited a predisposition to blind- 
ness ; and in her disease there was this peculi- 
arity, that she could see in Summer, but in Win- 
ter the power of vision failed her. 

The old house they lived in, with its four sickly 
Lombardy poplars in front, suggested gloomy and 
mournful thoughts. It was one of those houses 
that depress you as you enter, as if many persons 
had died in it, — sombre, desolate, silent. The 
very clock in the hall had a dismal sound, 
gasping, and catching its breath at times, and 
striking the hour with a violent, determined blow, 
remindm^ one of Jael driving the nail into the 
head of Sisera. 

One other inmate the house had, and only one. 
This was Sally Manchester, or Miss Sally Man- 
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Chester, as slie preferred to be called ; an excel- 
lent chamber-maid, and a very bad cook, for she 
served in both capacities. She was, indeed, an 
extraordinary woman, of lar^e frame and mascu- 
line features, — one of those who are bom to 
work, and accept their inheritance of toil as if it 
were play, and who conse(]^uently, in the language 
of domestic recommendations, are usually styled 
" a treasure if you can get her." A treasure she 
was to this familj ; for she did ail the house 
work, and, in addition, took care of the cow and 
the poultry, — occasionally venturing into the 
field of veterinary practice, and administering 
lamp-oil to the cock, when she thought he crowed 
hoarsely. She had on her forehead what is some- 
times denominated a " widow's peak," — ^that is to 
say, her hair grew down to a pomt in the middle; 
and on Sundays she appeared at church in a blue 
poplin gown, with a large pink bow on what she 
called "the congregation side of her bonnet." 
Her mind was strong, like her person ; her dis- 
position not sweet, but, as is sometimes said of 
apples by way of recommendation, a pleasant 
sour. 

Such were the inmates of the gloomy house, 
— ^from which the last-mentioned frequently ex- 
pressed her intention of retiring, being engaged 
to a travelling dentist, who, in filling her teeth 
with amalgam, had seized the opportunity to fill 
a sofl place in her heart with something still more 
dangerous and mercurial. The wedding-day had 
been from time to time postponed, and at length 
the family hoped and believed it never would 
come,— a wish prophetic of its own fulfilment. 

Almost the only sunshine that from without 
shone into the dark mansion came from the face 
of Cecilia Vaughan, the school-mate and bosom- 
Mend of Alice Archer. They were nearly of 

N 
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the same tige, and had been drawn together by 
that mysterious power which covers and selecto 
friends for us in our childhood. They sat together 
in school; they walked together after school; 
they told each other their manifold secrets ; they 
wrote long and impassioned letters to each other 
in the evening ; in a word, they were in love with 
each other, it was, so to speak, a rehearsal in 
girlhood of the great drama of woman's life. 



IX. 



The golden tints of Autunm now brightened the 
shrubbery around this melancholy liouse, and 
took away something of its gloom. The four 
poplar trees seemed all a-blaze, and flickered in 
the wind like huge torches. The little border of 
box filled the air with fragrance, and seemed to 
welcome the return of Alice, as she ascended the 
steps, and entered the house with a lighter heart 
than usual. The brisk autumnal air nad quick- 
ened her pulse and given a glow to her cheek. 

She found her mother alone in the parlour, 
seated in her large arm-chair. The warm sun 
streamed in at the uncurtained windows ; and 
lights and shadows from the leaves lay upon her 
face. She turned her head as Alice entered, 
and said,— 

" Who is it P Is it you, Alice P" 

" Yes, it is I, mother." 

" Where have you been so long P" 

" I have been nowhere, dear mother. I have 
come directly home from church." 

"^ How long it seems to me ! It is very late. 
It is growing quite dark. I was just eroins: to 
call foF the lights." ^ 
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" Wliy, motlier 1" exclaimed Alice, in a startled 
tone, " what do you mean P The sun is shining 
directly into your face !" 

" Impossible, my dear Alice. It is quite dork. 
I. cannot see you. Where are you P" 

She leanea over her mother and kissed her. 
Both were silent, — ^both wept. They knew that 
the hour, so long looked forward to with dismay, 
h^ suddenly come. Mrs. Archer was blind ! 

This scene of sorrow was interrupted by the 
abrupt entrance of Sally Manchester. She, too, 
was m tears ; but she was weeping for her own 
Miction. In her hand she held an open letter, 
which she gave to Alice, exclaiming amid sobs, — 

*' E«ad this, Miss Archer, and see how false 
man can be ! Never trust any man ! They are 
all alike ; they are all false — false — false !" 

Alice took the letter, and read as follows : — 

" It is with pleasure. Miss Manchester, I sit 
down to write you a few lines. I esteem you as 
highly as ever, but Providence has seemed to 
order and direct my thoughts and affections to 
another, — one in my own neighbourhood. It 
was rather unexpected to me. Miss Manchester, 
I suppose you are well aware that we, as pro- 
fessed Christians, ought to be resigned to our lot 
in this world. May Grod assist you, so that we 
may be prepared to join the great company in 
heaven. Your answer would be very desirable. 
I respect your virtue, suid regard you as a friend. 

"Maktin Chebbyfield. 

" P.S. The society is generally pretty good 
here, but the state of religion is quite low." 

" That is a cruel letter, Sally," said Alice, as she 
handed it back to her. " But we all have our 
troubles. That man is unworthy of you. Think 
no more about him." 

n2 
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" Wliat is the matter P" inquired Mrs. Archer, 
hearing the counsel eiven and the sobs with 
which it was receiyea. " Sally, what is the 
matter?" 

Sally made no answer ; but Alice said,-^ 

" Mr. Chenyfield has fallen in loye with some- 
body else." 

" Is that all P" said Mrs. Archer, eyidentlype- 
lieyed. " She ought to be yery glad of it. Why 
does she want to be married P She had much 
better stay with us ; particularly now that I am 
blind." 

When Sally heard this last word, she looked 
up in consternation. In a moment she forgot her 
own grief to sympathise with Alice and her 
mother. She wanted to do a thousand things at 
once ; — ^to go here ; — ^to send there ; — ^to get this 
and that ; — and particularly to call all the doctors 
in the neighbouniood. Alice assured her it would 
be of no ayail, though she finally consented that 
one should be sent for. 

Sally went in search of him. On her way, her 
thoughts reyerted to herself ; and, to use her own 
phrase, " she curbed in like a stage-horse," as she 
walked. This state of haughty and offended 
pride continued for some hours after her return 
nome. Later in the day, she assumed a decent 
composure, and requested that the man^ — she 
scorned to name him — ^might neyer again be 
mentioned in her hearing. Thus was her whole 
dream of felicity swept away by the tide of fate, 
as the nest of a ground-swallow oy an inundation. 
It had been built too low to be secure. 

Some women, after a burst of passionate tears, 
are soft, gentle, affectionate ; a warm and genial 
air succeeds the rain. Others clear up cold, and 
are breezy, bleak, and dismal. Of the latter class 
was Sally Manchester. She became embittered 
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against all men on account of one ; and was often 
heard to sa^, that she thought women were fools 
to be married, and that, for one, she would not 
marry any man, let him be who he might,— 
not she ! 

The village doctor came. He was a large man, 
of the cheerful kind ; vigorous, florid, encour- 
aging ; and pervaded by an indiscriminate odour 
of drags, lioud voice, large cane, thick boots ; 
—every thing about him synonymous with noise. 
His presence in the sick-room was like martial 
music,— inspiriting, but loud. He seldom left it 
without saying to the patient, " I hope you will 
feel more comfortable to-morrow," or, "When 
your fever leaves you, you will be better." But, 
m this instance, he could not go so far. Even his 
hopefulness was not sufficient for the emergency. 
Mrs. Archer was blind, — ^beyond remedy, be- 
yond hope,— irrevocably blind ! 



X. 

On the following morning, very early, as the 
school-master stood at his door, inhaling the 
bright, wholesome air, and beholding the sha- 
dows of the rising sun, and the flashing dew- 
drops on the red vme-leaves, he heard the sound 
of wheels, and saw Mr. Pendexter and his wife 
drive down the viUage street in their old-fashioned 
chaise, known by all the boys in town as " the 
ark." The old white horse, that for so many 
years had stamped at AmeraJs, and gnawed the 
tops of so many posts, and imagined he killed so 
many flies because he wagged the stump of a 
tail, and Anally had been me cause of so much 
discord in the parish, seemed now to make c^~ 
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mon cause with his master, and stepped as if en- 
deayouring to shake the dust from ms feet as he 
passed through the ungrateful yiUage. Under 
the lude-tree hung suspended a learner trunk ; 
and in the chaise, between the two occupants, 
was a large band-box, which forced Mr. Pendex- 
ter to let his legs hang out of the vehicle, and 

gave him the air of imitoting the Scriptural be- 
aviour of his horse. Gravely and from a dis- 
tance he saluted the school-master, who saluted 
him in return, with a tear in his eye, that no 
man saw, but which, nevertheless, was not un- 
seen. 

" Farewell, poor old man !" said the school- 
master within nimself, as he shut out the cold 
autumnal air, and entered his comfortable study. 
" We are not worthy of thee, or we should have 
had thee with us for ever. Go back again to the 

{)lace of thy childhood, the scene of thine early 
abours and thine early love ; let thy days end 
where they began, and, like the emblem of eter- 
nity, let the serpent of life coil itself round and 
take its tail into its mouth, and be still from all 
its hissings for evermore ! I woxdd not call thee 
back; for it is better thou shouldst be where 
thou art, than amid the angry contentions of this 
little town." 

Not aU took leave of the old clergyman in so 
kindly a spirit. Indeed, there was a pretty ge- 
neral feeling of relief in the village, as when one 
fets rid of an ill-fitting garment, or old-fashioned 
at. which one neither wishes to wear, nor is 
quite willing to throw away. 

Thus Mr. Pendexter departed from the village. 
A few days afterwards ne was seen at a^Su 
training, or general muster of the militia, making 
a praver on horseback, with his eyes wide open ; 
• performance in which he took evident dehght, 
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as it g[ave him an opportunity of going quite at 
large into some of the bloodiest campaigns of the 
ancient Hebrews, 



XI. 



Fob a while the school-master walked to and 
fro, looking at the gleam of the sunshine on the 
carpet, and reveUinff in his day-dreams of un- 
written books, and literary fame. With these 
day-dreams mingled confusedly the pattering of 
little feet, and the murmuring and cooing of his 
children overhead. His plans that morning, 
could he have executed them, would have filled 
a shelf in his library with poems and romances 
of his own creation. But suddenly the vision 
vanished; and another from the actual world 
took its place. It was the canvas-covered cart of 
the butcner, that, like the flying wigwam of the 
Indian tale, flitted before his eyes. It drove up 
the yard and stopped at the back door ; and the 
poet felt that the sacred rest of Sunday, the 
Grod*s truce with worldly cares, was once more at 
an end. A dark hand passed between hinn and 
the land of light. Suddenly closed the ivory gate 
of dreams, and the horn gate of every-day life 
opened, and he went forth to deal with the man 
of flesh and blood. 

" Alas !" said he with a sigh ; " and must my 
life, then, always be like the Sabbatical river of 
the Jews, flowing in fiill stream only on the 
seventh day, and sandy and arid all the rest P" 

Then he thought of his beautiful wife and 
children, and added, half aloud, — 

** No ; not so ! E.ather let me look \rpon the 
seven days of the week as the seven magic rings 
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of Jarchas, each inscribed with the name of a 
separate planet, and each possessing a peculiar 
power ;— or as the seven sacred and mysterious 
stones which the pilgrims of Mecca were forced 
to throw over their shoulders in the valleys of 
Menah and Akbah, cursing the devil and saying 
at each throw, * God is ffreat.* " 

He found Mr. Wifinerdings, the butcher, 
standing beside his cart, and surrounded by five 
cats, that had risen simxdtaneously on their hind 
legs, to receive their quotidian morning's meal. 
Mr. Wilmerdings not only supplied the village 
with fresh provisions daHy, but he likewise 
weighed all the babies. There was hardly a 
child in town that had not hung beneath his 
steelyards, tied in a silk handkerchief, the movable 
weight above sliding along the notched beam 
from eight pounds to twelve. He was a young 
man with a very fresh and rosy complexion, and 
every Monday morning he appeared dressed in 
an exceedingly white frock. He had lately mar- 
ried a milliner, who sold "Dunstable and eleven- 
braid, openwork and coloured straws,'* and their 
bridal tour had been to a neighbouring town to 
see a man hanged for murdering his wife. A 

Eair of huge ox-noms branched from the gable of 
is slaughter-house ; and near it stood the great 
pits of the tannery, which all the school-boys 
thought were filled with blood I 

Perhaps no two men coxdd be more unlike 
than Mr. Churchill and Mr. Wilmerdings. Upon 
such a gating, iron hinge opened the door of his 
daily life; — opened into the school-room, the 
theatre of those life-long labours, which theoreti- 
cally are the most noble, and practically the most 
vexatious, in the world. Towards this, as soon 
as breakfast was over, and he had played a while 
with his children, he directed his steps. On his 
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way, he had many glimpses into the lovely realms 
of I^ature, and one iiuo those of Art, through 
the medium of a placard pasted against a wall. 
It was as follows : — 

"The subscriber professes to take profiles, 
plain and shaded, which, viewed at right-angles 
with the serious countenance, are warranted to 
be infallibly correct. 

" No trouble of adorning or dressing the per- 
son is required. He takes infants and children 
at sight, and has frames of all sizes to accom- 
modate.' 

" A profile is a delineated outline of the ex- 
terior form of any person's face and head, the use 
of which when seen tends to vivify the affections 
of those whom we esteem or love. 

" William Bantam.** 

Ere long even this glimpse into the ideal world 
had vanished ; and he felt himself bound to the 
earth with a hundred invisible threads, by which 
a hundred urchins were tusgrng and tormenting 
him ; and it was only with considerable effort^ 
and at intervals, that his mind could soar to the 
moral dignity of his profession. 

Such was the school-master's life; and a dreary, 
weary life it would have been, had not poetry 
from within gushed through every crack and 
crevice in it. This transformed it, and made it, 
resemble a well, into which stones and rubbish 
have been thrown ; but underneath is a spring of 
fresh, pure water, which nothing external can 
ever check or defile. 



N 3 
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xn. 

Mb. Fbndexteb had departed.. Only a few old 
and middle-aged people regretted him. To these 
few, something was wanting in the service ever 
afterwards. They missed the accounts of the 
Hehrew massacres, and the wonderful tales of 
the Zumzummims; they missed the venerable 
gray hair, and the voice that had spoken to them 
in childhood, and for ever preserved the memory 
of it in their hearts, as in tne Bussian church the 
old hymns of the earliest centuries are still 
piously retained. 

The winter came, with all its affluence of snows, 
and its many candidates for the vacant pulpit. 
But the parish was difficult to please, as all par- 
ishes are ; and talked of dividing itself, and build- 
ing a new church, and other extravagances, as all 
parishes do. Finally it concluded to remain as 
it was, and the choice of a pastor was made. 

The events of the winter were few in number, 
and can be easily described. The following ex- 
tract from a school-girl's letter to an absent mend 
contains the most important :— • 

** At school, things have gone on pretty much 
as usual. Jane &own hSs grown very pale. 
They say she is in a consumption ; but I think 
it is because she eats so many slate pencils. One 
of her shoulders has grown a gooa deal higher 
than the other. Bilfy Wilmerdings has been 
turned out of school for playing truant. He 
promised his mother, if she would not whip him* 
ne would experience religion. I am sure I wish 
he would ; K>r then he would stop looking at me 
throudithe hole in the top of nis desk. Mr. 
Churchill is a very curious man. To-day he gave 
us this question m arithmetic : * One-fifth of a 
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hive of bees flew to the Kadamba flower ; one* 
third flew to the Silanhara; three times the differ- 
ence of these two numbers flew to an arbour ; 
and one bee continued flying about, attracted on 
each side by the fragrant KetaJd and the Malati. 
What was the number of bees P* Nobody could 
do the sum. 

" The church has been repaired, and we have 
a new mahogany pulpit. Mr. Churchill boug ht 
the old one, and had it put up in his study. What 
a strange man he is ! A good many candidates 
have preached for us. The only one we like ia 
Mr. Kavanagh. Arthur Kavanagh ! is not that 
a romantic name ? He is tall, very pale, with 
beautiful black eyes and hair! Sally — ^Alice 
Archer's Sally-— says ' he is not a man ; he is a 
Thaddeus of Warsaw !* I think he is very hand- 
some. And such sermons I So beautifully writ- 
ten, so diflerent from old Mr. Pendexter's ! He 
has been invited to settle here ; but he cannot 
come till Spring. Last Sunday he preached 
about the ruling passion. He said, that once a 
German nobleman, when he was dying, had his 
hunting-horn blown in his bed-room, and his 
hounds let in, springing and howling about him ; 
and that so it was wim the ruling passions of 
men; even around the death-bed, at the well- 
known signal, they howled and leaped aboiit 
those that had fostered them ! Beautiful, is it 
not P and so original ! He said in another ser- 
mon, that disappointments feed and nourish us 
in the desert places of life, as the ravens did the 
Prophet in the wilderness ; and that as, in Catho- 
lic countries, the lamps lighted before the images 
of saints, in narrow and dangerous streets, not 
only served as oflerings of devotion, but likewise 
as lights to those who passed, so, in the dark and 
dismal streets of the city of Unbelief, every ^ 
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thought, word, and deed of a man, not only was 
an offering to heaven, but likewise served to li^ht 
him and others on their way homeward ! I have 
taken a good many notes of Mr. Kavanagh's 
sermons, which you shall see when you come 
back. 

"Last week we had a sleigh-ride, with six 
white horses. We went like the wind over the 
hollows in the snow ; — the driver called them 
* thank-you-ma'ams,' because they make every 
body bow. And such a frantic ball as we had at 
BeaVerstock I — I wish you had been there ! We 
did not get home till two o'clock in the morning ; 
and the next day Hester Green's minister asked 
her if she did not feel the fire of a certain place 
growing hot under her feet, while she was 
dancing ! 

" The new fashionable boarding-school begins 
next week. The prospectus has been sent to our 
house. One of the regulations is, * Young ladies 
are not allowed to cross their benders in school * ! 
Papa says he never heard them called so before. 
Ola Mrs. Plainfield is gone at last. Just before 
she died, her Irish chamber-maid asked her if 
she wanted to be buried with her false teeth in ! 
There has not been a single new engagement 
since you went away. But somebody asked me 
the other day if you were engaged to Mr. Pills- 
bury. 1 was very angry. Pulsbury, indeed! 
He is old enough to be your father ! 

" What a long, rambling letter I am writing 
you ! — and only because you will be so naughty 
as to stay away and leave me aU alone. If you 
could have seen the moon last night ! But what 
a goose I am ! — as if you did not see it ! Was 
it not glorious P You cannot imagine, dearest, 
how every hour in the day I wish you were here 
with me. I know you would sympathise with 
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all my feelings, which Hester does not at all. 
For, if I admire the moon, she says I am roman- 
tic, and, for her part, if there is any thins she 
despises, it is the moon ! and that she prefers a 
snu^, warm bed (O, horrible !) to all the moons 
in the universe !** 



XIII. 



Ths events mentioned in this letter were the 
principal ones that occurred during the winter. 
The case of Billy Wilmerdings grew quite des- 
perate. In vain did his father threaten, and the 
school-master expostulate ; he was only the more 
sullen and stubborn. In vain did his mother re- 
present to his weary mind, that, if he did ^ot 
study, the boys who knew the dead languages 
would throw stones at him in the street ; he only 
answered, that he should like to see them try it. 
Till, finally, having lost many of his illusions, 
and having even discovered that his father was 
not the greatest man in the world, on the break- 
ing in) of the ice in the river, to his own infinite 
reSet and that of the whole village, he departed 
on a coasting trip in a fore-and-aft schooner, 
which constituted the entire navigation of Fair- 
meadow. 

Mr. Churchill had really put up in his study 
the old white, wine-glass shaped pulpit. It served 
as a play-house for his children, who, whether in 
it or out of it, daily preached to his heart, and 
were a living illustration of the way to enter into 
the kingdom of heaven. Moreover, he himself 
made use of it externally as a note-book, record- 
ing his many meditations with a pencil on the 
white panels. The following will serve as a speci- 
men ot this pulpit eloquence : — 
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Morality, without religion, is only a kind of 
dead-reckoning, — an endeavour to find our place 
on a cloudy sea by measuring the distance we 
haye run, but without any ODseryation of the 
heayenly bodies. 

Many readers judge of the power of a book 
by the shock it gives their feelings, — as some 
savage tribes determine the power of mtiskets by 
their recoil; that being considered best which 
fairly prostrates the purchaser. 

Men of genius are often dull and inert in soci- 
ety ; as the blazing meteor, when it descends to 
earth, is only a stone. 

The natural alone is permanent. Fantastic 
idojs may be worshipped for a while; but at length 
they are overturned Hby the continual and silent 

Erogress of Truth, as the grim statues of Copan 
ave been pushed from tneir pedestals by the 
growth of forest trees, whose seeds were sown 
by the wind in the ruined walls. 

The every-day cares and duties, which men 
call drudgery, are the weights and counterpoises 
of the clock of time, giving its pendulum a true 
vibration, and its hands a regular motion ; and 
when they cease to hang upon the wheels, the 
pendulum no longer swings, the hands no longer 
move, the clock stands stul. 

The same object, seen from the three different 
^mts of view, — the Past, the Present, and the 
Future, — oflen exhibits three different faces to 
us ; like those sign-boards over shop doors, which 
represent the face of a lion as we approach, of a 
man when we are in front, and of an ass whea 
«r^ *-iKVQ passed. 
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In character, in manners, in style, in all things, 
the supreme excellence is simplicity. 

With many readers, brilliancy of sl^le passes 
for affluence of thought ; they mistake butter- 
cups in the grass for immeasurable gold mines 
under ground. 

The motives and purposes of authors are not 
always so pure and nign as, in the enthusiasm of 
youth, we sometimes imagine. To many, the 
trumpet of fame is nothing out a tin horn to call 
them home, like labourers from the field, at 
dinner-time ; and they think themselves lucky to 
get the dinner. 

The rays of happiness, like those of light, are 
colourless when unbroken. 

Critics are sentinels in the grand army of 
letters, stationed at the comers of newspapers 
and reviews, to challenge every new author. 

The country is lyric, — the town dramatic. 
When mingled, they make the most perfect 
musical drama. 

Our passions never wholly die ; but in the last 
cantos of life's romantic epos, they rise up again 
and do battle, like some of Ariosto's heroes, who 
have already been quietly interred, and ought to 
be turned to dust. 

This country is not priest-ridden, but press- 
ridden. 

Some critics have the habit of rowing up the 
Hehconian rivers with their backs turned, so ad 
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to see the landscape precisely as the poet did not 
see it. Others see faults in a book much larger 
than the book itself ; as Sancho Panza, with his 
eyes blinded, beheld from his wooden horse the 
earth no larger than a grain of mustard-seed, 
and the men and women on it as large as hazel- 
nuts. 

Like an inundation of the Indus is the course 
of Time. We look for the homes of our child- 
hood, they are gone ; for the friends of our child- 
hood, they are gone. The loves and animosities 
of youth, where are theyP Swept away, like 
the camps that had been pitched in the sandy 
bed of the river. 

As no saint can be canonized until the DeviFs 
Advocate has exposed all his evil deeds, and 
showed why he should not be made a saint, so 
no poet can take his station among the gods 
until the critics have said all that can be said 
against him. 

It is curious to note the old sea-margins of 
human thought ! Each subsiding century reveals 
some new mystery ; we build where monsters 
used to hide themselves. 



XIV. 



At length the Spring came, and brought the 
birds, and the flowers, and Mr. Xavanagh, the 
new clergyman, who was ordained with ail the 
pomp and ceremony usual on such occasions. 
The opening of the season furnished also the 
tlieme of hia first discourse, which some of the 
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congregation thought very beautiful, and others 
very incomprehensible. 

Ah, how wonderful is the advent of the Spring! 
— ^the great annual miracle of the blossommg of 
Aaron's rod, repeated on myriads and myriads of 
branches ! — ^the gentle progression and growth of 
herbs, flowers, trees, — ^gentle, and yet irrepressi- 
ble, — ^which no force can stay, no violence re- 
strain, like love, that wins its way and cannot be 
withstood by any human power, because itself is 
divine power. If Spring came but once in a 
century, instead of once a year, or burst forth 
with tne sound of an earthquake, and not in 
silence, what wonder and expectation would 
there be in all hearts to behold the miraculous 
change ! 

But now the silent succession suggests nothing 
but necessity. To most men, only the cessation 
of the miracle would be miraculous, and the per- 
petual exercise of God's power seems less won- 
derful than its withdrawal would be. We are 
like children who are astonished and delighted 
only by the second-hand of the clock, not by the 
hour-hand. 

Such was the train of thought with which 
Kavanagh commenced his sermon. And then, 
with deep solemnity and emotion, he proceeded 
to speak of the Spring of the soul, as from its 
cheerless wintry distance it turns nearer and 
nearer to the great Sun, and clothes its dry and 
withered branches anew with leaves and blossoms, 
unfolded from within itself, beneath the pene- 
trating and irresistible influence. 

While delivering the discourse, Kavanagh had 
not succeeded so entirely in abstracting himself 
from all outward things as not to note in some 
degree its efiect upon iiis hearers. As in modern 
times no applause is permitted in our churches, 
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however moved the audience may he, and, conse- 
quently, no one dares wave his hat and shout, — 
"Orthodox Chrysostom! Thirteenth Apostle! 
Worthy the Priesthood !" — as was done in the 
days of the Christian Fathers ; and, moreover, 
as no one after church spoke to him of His ser- 
mon, or of any thing else, — ^he went home with 
rather a heavy heart, and a feeling of discourage- 
ment. One thing had cheered and consmed 
him. It was the pale countenance of a young 
girl, whose dark eyes had heen fixed upon him 
during the whole discourse with unflagging in- 
terest and attention. She sat alone in a pew 
near the pulpit. It was Alice Archer. Ah! 
could he have known how deeply sank his words 
into that simple heart, he might have shuddered 
with another Kind of fear than that of not moving 
his audience sufficiently ! 



XV. 



On the following morning Kavanagh sat musing 
upon his worldly affairs, and upon various little 
household arrangements which it would be ne- 
cessary for him to make. To aid him in these, 
he had taken up the village paper, and was run- 
ning over the columns of advertisements, — those 
narrow and crowded thoroughfares, in which the 
wants and wishes of humanity display them- 
selves like mendicants without disguise. His 
eye ran hastily over the advantageous offers of 
the cheaptailors and the dealers in patent medi- 
cines. He wished neither to be clothed nor 
cured. In one place he saw that a young lady, 
perfectly competent, desired to form a <3ass of 



ZAVANAGH. 283 

joiing motliers and nurses, and to instruct them 
in the art of talking to infants so as to interest 
and amuse them ; and in another, that the fire- 
men of Pairmeadow wished well to those hostile 
editors who had called them gamblers, drunkards, 
and rioters, and hoped that mey might be spared 
from that great fire which thev were told could 
never be extinguished ! Finally, his eye rested 
on the advertisement of a carpet warehouse, in 
which the one-price system was strictly adhered 
to. It was farther stated that a discount would 
be made " to clergymen on small salaries, feeble 
churches, and charitable institutions." Thinking 
that this was doubtless the place for one who 
united in himself two of these qualifications for 
a discount, with a smile on his lips, he took his 
hat and sallied forth into the street. 

A few days previous, Xavanagh had discovered 
in the tower of the church a vacant room, which 
he had inmiediately determined to take possession 
of, and to convert into a study. From this re- 
treat, through the four oval windows, fronting 
the four comers of the heavens, he could look 
down upon the streets, the roofs, and gardens of 
the village, — on the winding river, the meadows, 
the farms, the distant blue mountains. Here he 
could sit and meditate, in that peculiar sense of 
seclusion and spiritual elevation, that entire 
separation from the world below, which a cham- 
ber in a tower always gives. Here, uninterrupted 
and aloof from all intrusion, he could pour his 
heart into those discourses, with which he hoped 
to reach and move the hearts of his parishioners. 

It was to furnish this retreat, that he went 
forth on the Monday morning after his first ser- 
mon. He was not long in procuring the few 
things needed, — the carpet, the table, the chairs, 
the shelves for books ; and was returning thought- 
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ftilly homeward, when his eye was caught by a 
sign-board on the comer of the street, inscribed 
"Moses Merry weather, Dealer in Singing Birds, 
foreign and c(omestic." He saw also a whole 
chamoer window transformed into a cage, in 
which snndry canary-birds, and others of gayer 
plumage, were jargoning together, like people in 
the market-places of foreign towns. At the sight 
of these old favourites, a long-slumbering pas- 
sion awoke within him ; and he straightway as- 
cended the dark wooden staircase, with the intent 
of enlivening his solitary room with the vivacity 
and song of these captive ballad-singers. 

In a moment he found himself in a little room 
hung round with ca^es, roof and walls ; full of 
sunsnine; full of twitterings, cooings, and flat- 
terings ; ftill of downy odours, suggesting nests, 
and dovecots, and distant islands mhabited only 
by birds. The taxidermist — the Selkirk of the 
sunny island — ^was not there ; but a young lady 
of noble mien, who was looking at an Englisn 
goldfinch in a square cage with a portico, turned 
upon him, as he entered, a fair and beautiful 
face, shaded by long, light locks, in which the 
sunshine seemed entangled, as among the boughs 
of trees. That face he had never seen before, 
and yet it seemed familiar to him; and the added 
light in her large, celestial eyes, and the almost 
imperceptible expression that passed over her 
face, showed that she knew who ne was. 

At the same moment the taxidermist presented 
himself, coining from an inner room ; — a little 
man in ffray, with spectacles upon his nose, hold- 
ing in nis hands, with wings and lees drawn 
close and smoothly together, like the green 
husks of the maize ear, a beautiftil carrier pigeon, 
who turned up first one bright eye and then the 
other, as if asking, " What are you going to do 



KAVAKAGH. 285 

with me now?" This silent inquiry was soon 
answered by Mr. Merryweather, who said to the 
young lady,— 

"Here, Miss Vaughan, is the best carrier- 
piffeon in my whole collection. The real Columba 
Tabnllaria. He is about three years old, as you 
can see by his wattle." 

"A very pretty bird," said the lady; "and 
how shall I train it P" 

" O, that is very easy. You have only to keep 
it shut up for a few days, well fed and well 
treated. Then take it in an open cage to 
the place you mean it to fly to, and £y the 
same thing there. Afterwards it will give you 
no trouble ; it will always fly between those two 
places." 

" That, certainly, is not very difficult. At all 
events, I will make the trial. You may send the 
bird home to me. On what shall I feed it P" 

" On any kind of grain, — barley and buck- 
wheat are best ; and remember to let it have a 
plenty of gravel in the bottom of its cage." 

" I will not forget. Send me the bird to-day 
if possible." 

With these words she departed, much too soon 
for Kavanagh, who was chiurmed with her form, 
her face, her voice; and who, when left alone 
with the little tajddermist, felt that the momen- 
tary fascination of the place was gone. He 
heard no longer the singing of the birds ; he saw 
no longer their gay plumaj^e ; and having spee- 
dily made the purchase of a canary and a cage, 
he likewise departed, thinking of the carrier- 
pigeons of Bagdad, and the columbaries of Egypt, 
stationed at &ed intervals as relays and restmg- 
places for the flying post. With an indeflnable 
feeling of sadness, too, came wafted like a per- 
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fume througli his memory those tender, melan- 
choly lines of Maria del Occidente : — 

" And as the dove, to far Palmyra fl3ring» 

From where her native founts of Antioch beam. 
Weary, exhausted, longing, panting, sighing, 
Lights sadly at the desert's bitter stream ; 

" So many a soul, o'er hfe*s drear desert faring, — 
Love's pure,congenial springunfound,unqnaifed, — 
Suffers, recoils, then, thirsty and despairing 

Of what it would, descends and sips the nearest 
draught." 

Meanwhile, Mr. Merryweather, left to him- 
self, walked about his aviary, musing, and talk- 
ing to his birds. Finally he paused before the 
tin cage of a gray African parrot, between which 
and hmiself there was a strong family likeness, 
and giving it his finger to peck and perch upon, 
conversed with it in that peculiar dialect with 
which it had often made vocal the distant groves 
of Zanguebar. He then withdrew to the inner 
room, where he resumed his labour of stuffing 
a cardinal grossbeak, saying to himself between 
whiles, — 

" I wonder what Miss Cecilia Vaughan means 
to do vrith a carrier-pigeon !" 

Some mysterious connexion he had evidently 
established already between this pigeon and Mr. 
Kavanagh ; for, continuing his reverie, he said, 
half aloud, — 

"Of course she would never think of marrying 
a poor clergyman !" 
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XVI. 

The old family mansion of the Yai^hans stood 
a little out of town, in the midst of a pleasant 
farm. The county road was not near enough to 
annoy ; and the rattling wheels and little clouds 
of dust seemed like iriendly salutations from 
travellers as they passed. They spoke of safety 
and companionsnip, and took away all loneliness 
from the solitude. 

On three sides, the farm was inclosed by wil- 
low and alder hedges, and the flowing wall of a 
river ; nearer the house were groves clear of all 
underwood, with rocky knolls, and breezy bowers 
of beech ; and afar on the blue hills broke the 
horizon, creating secret longings for what lay 
beyond them, and filling the mind with pleasant 
thoughts of Prince Kasselas and the Happy 
Valley. 

The house was one of the few old houses still 
standing in New England ; — a large, square 
building, with a portico in front, whose door in 
summer time stood open from morning until 
night. A pleasing stillness reigned about it; 
and soft gusts of pme-embalmed air, and distant 
cawings &om the crow-haimted mountains, filled 
its airy and ample halls. 

In this old-fashioned house had Cecilia Vaughan 
grown up to maidenhood. The travelling sha- 
dows of the clouds on the hill-sides, — ^the sudden 
Summer wind, that lifted the languid leaves, and 
rushed from field to field, from grove to grove, 
the forerunner of the rain, — and, most of aU, the 
mysterious mountain, whose coolness was a per- 
petual invitation to her, and whose silence a per- 
petual fear, — fostered her dreamy and poetic 
temperament. Not less so did the readmg of 
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poetry and romance in the long, silent, solitarj 
winter evenings. Her mother had been dead for 
many years, and the memory of that mother had 
become almost a religion to ner. She recalled it 
incessantly; and the reverential love which it 
inspired completely filled her soul with melan- 
choly delight. Her father was a kindly old man ; 
a judge in one of the courts ; dignified, affable, 
somewhat bent by his legal erudition, as a shelf 
is by the weight of the books upon it. His 
papers encumbered the study table ; — his law 
books, the study floor. They seemed to shut out 
from his mind the lovely daughter, who had 
grown up to womanhood by his side, but almost 
without its recognition. Always affectionate, 
always indulgent, he left her to walk alone, with- 
out his stronger thought and firmer purpose to 
lean upon ; and though her education haa been, 
on this account, somewhat desultory, and her 
imagination indulged in many dreams and vaga- 
ries, yet, on the whole, the result had been more 
favourable than in many cases where the process 
of instruction has been too diligently earned on, 
and where, as sometimes on the roofs of farm- 
houses and bams, the scaffolding has been left to 
deform the bmlding. 

Cecilia's bosom-friend at school was Alice 
Archer; and, after they left school, the love 
between them, and consequently the letters, 
rather increased than diminished. These two 
young hearts found not only a delight, but a 
necessity, in pouring forth their thoughts and 
feelings to eacn other ; and it was to facilitate 
this intercommunication, for whose exigencies 
the ordinary methods were now found inadequate, 
that the carrier-pigeon had been purchased. He 
was to be the flying-post ; their bed-rooms the 
dovecots, the pure and friendly columbaria. 
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Endowed witli youth, beau^, talent, fortune, 
and, moreover, witn that indennable fascination 
which has no name, Cecilia Yaughan was not 
without lovers, avowed and unavowed ; — younjg 
men, who made an ostentatious display oi their 
affection ; — ^boys, who treasured it in their bo- 
soms, as something indescribably sweet and pre- 
cious, perfuming Sjl the chambers of the heart 
with its celestSd fragrance. Whenever she re- 
turned from a visit to the city, some unknown 
youth of elegant manners and varnished leather 
Doots was sure to hover round the village inn for 
a few days, — was known to visit the Vaughans 
assiduously, and then silently to disappear, and 
be seen no more. Of course, nothing could be 
known of the secret history of such individuals ; 
but shrewd surmises were formed as to their de- 
signs and their destinies ; till finally, any well- 
dressed stranger, lingering in the village without 
ostensible business, was set down as "one of 
Miss VaUjffhan's lovers." 

In all this, what a contrast was there between 
the two young friends ! The wealth of one and 
the poverty of the other were not so strikingly 
at variance, as this affluence and refluence of 
love. To the one, so much was given that she 
became regardless of the gift ; from the other, so 
much witmield, that, if possible, she exaggerated 
its importance. 



xvn. 



In addition to these transient lovers, who were 
but birds of passage, winging their way, in an 
incredibly short space of time, from the torrid 
to the frigid zone, there was in the village «■ 

o 
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domestic and resident adorer, whose love for 
himself, for Miss Yau^han, and for the beau- 
tifdl, had transformed his name from Hiram A. 
Hawkins to H. Adolphus Hawkins. He was a 
dealer in English linens and carpets ; — a profes- 
sion which of itself fills the mind with ideas of 
domestic comfort. His waistcoats were made 
like Lord Melbourne's in the illustrated Engli^ 
papers, and his shiny hair went off to the left in 
a superb sweep, like the hand-rail of a banister. 
He wore many rings on his fingers, and several 
breast-pins and gold chains disposed about his 
person. On all his bland physiognomy was 
stamped, as on some of his Imens, " Soft finish 
for family use.** Every thing about him spoke 
the lady's man. He was, in Fact, a perfect ring- 
dove ; and, like the rest of his species, always 
walked up to the female, and, bowing his head, 
swelled out his white crop, and uttered a very 
plaintive murmur. 

Moreover, Mr. Hiram Adolphus Hawkins was 
a poet, — so much a poet, that, as his sister fre- 
quently remarked, he " spoke blank verse in the 
bosom of his family.** The general tone of his 
productions was sad, despondmg, perhaps slightly 
morbid. How could it be omerwise with the 
writings of one who had never been the world's 
friend, nor the world his P who looked upon him- 
self as " a pyramid of mind on the darK desert 
of despair P and who, at the a^e of twenty-five, 
had drunk the bitter draught of life to the dregs, 
and dashed the goblet down P His productions 
were published in the Poet's Comer of the Fair- 
meadow Advertiser ; and it was a relief to know, 
that, in private life, as his sister remarked, he 
was "by no means the censorious and moody 
person some of his writings might imply." 

Such was the personage who assumed to him- 
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«elf the perilous position of Miss Yatu^han's 
permanent admirer. He imagined that It was 
impossible for any woman to look upon him and 
not lore him. Accordingly, he paraded himself 
at his shop-door as she passed ; ne paraded him- 
self at the comers of the streets ; he paraded 
himself at the church-steps on Sunday. He 
spied her from the window ; he sallied from the 
d!oor ; he followed her with his eyes ; he followed 
her with his whole august person ; he passed her 
and repassed her, and turned back to gaze ; he 
lay in wait with dejected countenance and de- 
sponding air ; he persecuted her with his looks ; 
he pretended that their souls could comprehend 
eacn other without words; and whenever her 
lovers were alluded to in his presence, he gravely 
declared, as one who had reason to know, that, 
if Miss Yaughan ever married, it would be some 
one of gigantic intellect ! 

Of these persecutions Cecilia was for a long 
time the unconscious victim. She saw this in- 
dividual, with rings and strange waistcoats, per- 
forming his eyrations before her, but did not 
suspect that she was the centre of attraction, — 
not imagining that any man would begin his 
wooing with such outrages. Gradually the truth 
dawned upon her, and became the source of in- 
describable annoyance, which was augmented by 
a series of anonymous letters, written in a female 
hand, and setting forth the excellencies of a cer- 
tain mjrsterious relative, — his modesty, his re- 
serve, his extreme delicacy, his talent for poetry, 
— ^rendered authentic by extracts from his papers, 
made, of course, without the slightest knowledge 
or suspicion on his part. Whence came these 
sibylline leaves? At first Cecilia could not 
divine : but, ere long, her woman's instinct traced 
them to the thin and nervous hand of the poet*8 

o 2 
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sister. This surmise was confirmed by Her rnnid, 
who asked the boy that brought them. 

It was with one of these missiyes in her hand 
that Cecilia entered Mr. Archer's house, after 
purchasing the carrier-pigeon. Unannounced she 
entered, and walked up the narrow and imper- 
fectly lighted stairs to Alice's bedroom, — mat 
little sanctuary draped with white, — ^that colimi- 
barium lined with warmth, and softness, and 
silence. Alice was not there ; but the chair by 
the window, the open volume of poems on l^e 
table, the note to Cecilia by its side, and the ink 
not yet dry in the pen, were like the vibration of 
a bough, when the oird has just left it, — ^like the 
rising of the grass, when the foot has just pressed 
it. In a moment she returned. She had been 
down to her mother, who sat talking, talking, 
talking with an old friend in the parlour below, 
even as these young friends were talking toge- 
ther in the bedroom above. Ah, how different 
were their themes ! Death and Love, — apples of 
Sodom, that crumble to ashes atatouch,-~-^olden 
fruits of the Hesperides, — golden fruits of^Para- 
dise, fngrant, ambrosial, perennial I 

"I have just been writing to you," said 
Alice ; " I wanted so much to see you this mom- 
ing !" 

" Why this morning in particular P Has any 
thing happened P" 

" Notmng, only I had such a longing to see 
you!" 

And, seating herself in a low chair by Cecilia's 
side, she laid her head upon the shoulder of her 
friend, who, taking one of her pale thin hands in 
both her own, silently kissed her forehead again 
and again. 

Alice was not aware, that, in the words she 
uttered, there was the slightest shadow of un- 
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tratli. And yet hadnotliin^ liappeneclP Waa 
it nothing, tnat among her thoughts a new 
thought had risen, like a star, whose pale efful' 
gence, mingled with common daylight, was not 
yet distinctly visible even to herself, but would 
grow blighter as the sun grew lower, and the 
rosy twihght darker P Was it nothing, that a 
new fountain of affection had suddenly sprung 
up within her, which she mistook for the freshen- 
ing and overflowing of the old fountain of iriend- 
ship, that hitherto had kept the lowland land- 
scape of her life so green, but now, being flooded 
by more affection, was not to cease, but only to 
disappear in the greater tide, and flow unseen 
beneath it P Yet so it was ; and this stronger 
yearning— this unappeasable desire for her friend 
— ^was only the tumultuous swelling of a heart 
that as yet knows not its own secret. 

" I am so glad to see you, Cecilia !'* she con- 
tinued. " You are so beautiful ! I love so much 
to sit and look at you ! Ah, how I wish Heaven 
had made me as tall, and strong, and beautiful 
as you are !" 

" You little flatterer ! What an affectionate, 
lover-like friend you are ! What have you been 
doing all the morning P*' 

" fiooking out of the window, thinking of you, 
and writing you this letter, to beg you to come 
and see me.' 

" And I have been buying a carrier pigeon, to 
fly between us, and carry all our letters." 

" That will be delightful." 

" He is to be sent home to-day ; and after he 
gets accustomed to my room, I shall send him 
nere, to get acquainted with yours ; — a lachimo 
in my Lnogcn's bedchamber, to spy out its 
secrets." 

" If he sees Cleopatra in these white curtains. 
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and silver Cupids in these andirons, he will liave • 
your imagination." 

" He will see the book with the leaf turned 
down, and you asleep, and tell me all about 

" A carrier-pigeon ! What a charming idea ! 
and how like you to think of it !" 

" But to-day I have been obliged to bring my 
own letters. I have some more sibylline leaves 
from my anonymous correspondent, in laud and 
exaltation of her modest relative, who speaks 
blank verse in the bosom of his family. I have 
brought them to read you some extracts, and to 
take your advice ; for, really and seriously, this 
must be stopped. It has grown too annoymg." 

" How much love you Imve offered you !" said 
Alice, sighing. 

" Yes, quite too much of this kind. On my 
way here, I saw the modest relative, standing at 
the comer of the street, hanging his head in this 



wav. 



And she imitated the melancholy Hiram Adol- 
phus, and the youn^ friends laughed. 

" I hope you did not notice him P" resumed 
Alice. 

'' Certainly not. But What do you suppose he 
did P As soon as he saw me, he began to walk 
backward down the street, only a short distance 
in front of me, staring at me most impertinently. 
Of course I took no notice of this strange con- 
duct. I felt mvself blushing to the eyes with 
indignation, and yet could nardly suppress my 
desire to laugh." 

" If you had laughed, he would have taken it 
for an encouragement : and I have no doubt it 
would have brought on the catastrophe." 

*' And that would have ended the matter. I 
half wished I had laughed." 
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" But tiunk of the immortal glory of marrying 
a poet I" 

** And of inscribing on my cards, Mrs. Hiram 
Adolphus Hawkins !* 

" A few days ago, I went to buy sometHng at 
his shop ; ana, leaning over the counter, he asked 
me if I had seen the sun setting the eveaing be- 
fore, — adding, that it was gorgeous, and that the 
grass and trees were of a beautiful Paris green !'* 

And again the young friends gave way to their 
mirth. 

" One thing, dear Alice, you must consent to 
do for me. You must write to Miss Martha 
Amelia, the author of all these epistles, and tell 
Jier very plainly how indelicate her conduct is, 
and how utterly useless all such proceedings 
will prove in effecting her purpose." 

" I wiU write this very day. You shall be no 
longer persecuted." 

" And now let me give you a few extracts from 
these wonder^ episUes." 

So saying, Cecilia drew forth a small package 
of three-cornered billets, tied with a bit of pink 
ribbon. Taking one of them at random, she was 
on the point of oeginning, but paused, as if her 
attention had been attracted by something out of 
doors. The sound of passing ^otsteps was heard 
on the gravel walk. 

" There goes Mr. Kavanagh," said she. in a 
haJf-whisper. 

Alice rose suddenly from her low chair at 
Cecilia's side, and the young friends looked from 
the window to see the clergyman pass. 

" How handsome he is !' said Alice, involun- 
tarily, 

*' He is, indeed." 

At that moment Alice started back from the 
'Vrindow, Kavanagh had looked up in passing, 
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as if Hb eje had been drawn b j some seerei 
magnetism. A bright colour flushed the cheek 
of Alice ; her eyes fell ; but Cecilia continued to 
look steadily into the street. Xayanagh passed 
on, and in a few moments was out of sight. 
The two friends stood silent, side by side. 
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Abthub Kayanagh was descended fix>m an an- 
cient Catholic family. His ancestors had pur- 
chased from the Baron Victor of St. Castine a 
portion of his vast estates, ^7^ upon that wild 
and wonderful sea-coast oi Maine, which, even 
upon the map, attracts the eye by its singular 
and picturesaue indentations, and mis the heart 
of the beholder with something of that delight 
which throbbed in the veins of Pierre du Gast, 
when, with a royal charter of the land from the 
Atlantic to the Pacific, he sailed down the coast 
in all the pride of one who is to be prince of 
such a rast domain. Here, in the bosom of the 
solemn forests, they continued the practice of 
that faith which had first been planted there by 
Sasle and St. Castine ; and the little church 
where they worshipped is still standing, though 
now as closed and suent as the graves if^ch sur- 
round it, and in which the dust of the Kavanagha 
lies buried. 

In these solitudes, in this faith, was Xavanagh 
bom, and grew to childhood, a feeble, delicate 
boy, watched over by a grave and tacitiu*n father, 
and a mother who looked upon him with infinite 
tenderness, as upon a treasure' she should not 
long retain. She walked with him by the sea- 
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Bide, and spake to him of God, and the mysteri- 
ous majesty of the ocean, with its tides and tem- 
pests. She sat with him on the carpet of golden 
threads beneath the aromatic pines, and, as the 
perpetual melancholy sound ran along the rattling 
boughs, his soul seemed to rise and fall, with a 
motion and a whisper like those in the branches 
over him. She taught him his letters from the 
Lives of the Saints, — a volume full of wondrous 
legends, and illustrated with engravings from 
pictures by the old masters, whichopened to him at 
once the world of spirits and the world of art ; 
and both were beautiful. She explained to him 
the pictures ; she read to him the legends, — the 
lives of holy men and women, full of faith and 
good works, — things which ever afterward re- 
mained associated together in his mind. Thus 
; holiness of life, and self-renunciation, and devo- 
tion to duty, were early impressed upon his soul. 
To his quick imagination, the spiritual world be- 
came real ; the holy company of the saints stood 
round about the solitary boy ; his guardian an- 
gels led him by the hand by day, and sat by his 
Sillow at night. At times, even, he wished to 
ie, that he might see them and talk with them, 
and return no more to his weak and weary body. 
Of all the legends of the mysterious book, that 
which most deUghted and most deeply impressed 
him was the legend of St. Christopher. The 
picture was from a painting of Paolo Farinato, 
representing a figure of gigantic strength and 
stature, leaning upon a stsSf, and bearing the in- 
fant Christ on his bending shoulders across the 
rushing river. The legend related, that St. 
Christopher, being of huge proportions and im- 
mense strength, wandered long about the world 
before his conversion, seeking for the greatest 
king, and willing to o^ '^ After serv- 
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ing yarions masters, whom he in tmm deserted, 
because each recognised by some word or sign 
another greater than himself, he heard by chance 
of Christ, the king of heayen and earth, and 
Asked of a hoi j hermit where he might be fonnd, 
and how he might serye him. The hermit told 
him he mnst fast and pray ; but the giant replied 
that if he fasted he shonld lose his strength, and 
that he did not know how to pray. Glien the 
hermit told him to take np his abode on the banks 
of a dangerous monntain torrent, where trayel- 
lers were often drowned in crossing, and to rescue 
any that might be in peril. The ffiant obeyed ; 
and tearing np a palm-tree by the roots tor a 
staff, he took nis station by the riyer's side, and 
sayed many liyes. And the Lord looked down 
from heayen and said, " Behold this strong man, 
who knows not yet the way to worship, but has 
found the way to serye me ! And one night he 
heard the yoice of a child, crying in the dark- 
ness, and saying, " Christopher ! come and bear 
me oyer the riyer !" And he went out, and found 
the child sitting alone on the margin of the 
stream ; aud taking him upon his shoulders, he 
waded into the water. Then the wind began to 
roar, and the wayes to rise higher and higher 
about him, and his little burden, which at first 
had seemed so light, grew heayier and heayier as 
he adyanced, ana bent his huge shoulders down, 
and put his life in peril ; so that, when he reached 
the snore, he said, *' Who art thou, O child, thai 
hast weighed upon me with a weight, as if I had 
borne the whole world upon my shoulders P'* 
And the little child answered, "Thou hast 
borne the whole world upon thy shoulders, and 
Him who created it. I am Christ, whom thou 
by thy deeds of charity wouldst serye. Thou 
»nd thy seryice are accepted. Plant thy staff in 
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the CToond, and it sliall blossom and bear fruit !" 
With these words, the child vanished away. 

There was something in this beautiful legend 
that entirely captivated the heart of the doj, 
«nd a vague sense of its hidden meaning seemed 
at times to seize him and control him. Later in 
life it became more and more evident to him, and 
remained for ever in his mind as a lovely allegory 
of active charity and a willingness to serve. Like 
the giant's stan, it blossomed and bore fruit. 

But the time at length came, when his father 
decreed that he must be sent away to school. It 
was not meet that his son should be educated as 
a girl. He must go to the Jesuit college in 
Canada. Acoordin^Rr, one bright Summer morn- 
ing, he departed with his father, on horseback, 
through those majestic forests that stretch with 
almost unbroken shadows from the sea to the St. 
Lawrence, leaving behind hiln all the endear- 
ments of home, and a wound in his mother's 
heart that never ceased to ache, — a longing, un- 
satisfied and insatiable, for her absent Arthur, 
who had gone from her perhans for ever. 

At college he distinguished nimself by his zeal 
for study, oy the docuity, gentleness, and gene- 
rosity of his nature. There he was thoroughly 
trained in the classics, and the dc^mas of that 
august faith, whose turrets gleam with such crys- 
taUine light, and whose dungeons are so deep, 
and dark, and terrible. The study of philosophy 
and theolo^ was congenial to his mind. Indeed, 
he often laid aside Homer for Parmenides, and 
turned from the odes of Pindar and Horace to 
the mystic hymna of Cleanthes and Synesius. 

The uniformity of college life was broken only 
by the annual visit home in the Summer vacation ; 
the joyous meeting, the bitter parting ; the long 
journey to and fro through the grand, solitaryi 
mysterious forest. To ms mother these t 
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were eyen more predous than to himBelf ; for 
erer more and more they added to her boundless 
affection the feeling of pride and confidence and 
satisfaction, — ^the joy and beauty of a youth un- 
spotted from the world, and glowing with Ihe 
enthusiasm of virtue. 

At length his college days were ended. He 
returned nome full of youth, full of joy and hope; 
but it was only to receive the dying blessing of 
his mother, who expired in peace, having seen his 
face once more. Then the nouse became empty 
to him. Solitary was the sea-shore, solitary 
were the woodland walks. But the spiritual 
world seemed nearer and more real. For afikirs 
he had no aptitude ; and he betook himself again 
to his philosophic and theological studies. He 
pondered with fond enthusiasm on the rapturous 
pages of Molinos and Madame Guyon ; and in a 
spirit akin to that which wrote, he read the writ- 
ings of Santa Theresa, which he found among his 
mother's books, — ^the Meditations, the Sos^ to 
Perfection, and the Moradas, or Castle of the 
Soul. She, too, had lingered over those pages 
with delight, and there were many passages 
marked by her own hand. Among them was tms» 
which he often repeated to himself in his lonely 
walks : " O, Life, Life ! how canst thou sustain 
thyself, being absent from thy Life P Li so great 
a solitude, in what shalt thou employ thyself? 
What shalt thou do, since all thy deeds are faulty 
and imperfect P" 

In Bueh meditations passed many weeks and 
months. But mingled with them, continually 
and ever with more distinctness, arose in his 
memory from the days of childhood the old tra- 
dition of Saint Christopher, — ^the beautiful alle- 
gory of humility and labour. He and his service 
had been accepted, though he would not fast, and 
ad not learned to pray I It became more a^d 
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more clear to him, that the life of man consists 
not in seeing visions, and in dreaming dreams, 
but in active charity and willing service. 

Moreover, the study of ecc&siasticaJ history 
awoke within him many strange and dnbiouB 
thoughts. The books taught him more than their 
writers meant to teach, u, was impossible to read 
of Athanasius without reading also of Arian ; it 
was impossible to hear of Calvm without hearing 
of Servetus. Keason began more energetically 
to vindicate itself : that Reason which is a light 
in darkness, not that which is "a thorn in Eevela- 
tion's side." The search after Truth and Free- 
dom, both intellectual and spiritual, became a 
Eassion in his soul ; and he pursued it until he 
ad left far behind him many dusky dogmas, 
many antique superstitions, many time-honoured 
observances, which the lips of her alone, who 
first taught them to him in his childhood, had in- 
vested with solemnity and sanctity. 

By slow degrees, and not by violent spiritual 
conflicts, he became a Protestant. He had but 
passed from one chapel to another in the same 
vast cathedral. He was still beneath the same 
ample roof, still heard the same divine service 
chanted in a diflerent dialect of the same univer- 
sal language. Out of his old faith he brought 
with him all he had found in it that was holy 
and pure and of good report. Not its bigotry, 
and fanaticism, and intolerance ; but its zeal, its 
self-devotion, its heavenly aspirations, its human 
spnpathies, its endless deeds of charity. Not 
till after his father's death, however, did he be- 
come a clergyman. Then his vocation was mani- 
fest to him. He no longer hesitated, but entered 
upon its many duties and responsibilities, its 
many trials and discouragements, with the zeal 
of Peter, and the gentleness of John% 
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XIX. 

A wbbe: later, and Kavana^h was installed in his 
little room in the church-tower. A week later, 
and the carrier-pigeon was on the wing. A week 
later, and Martha Amelia's anonymous epistolary 
eulogies of her relative had ceased for ever. 

Swiftly and silently the Summer adranced, 
and the following announcement in the Fair- 
meadow Advertiser proclaimed the hot weather 
and its alleviations : — 

"I have the pleasure of announcing to the 
Ladies and Gentlemen of Eairmeadow and its 
vicinity, that my Bath House is now completed, 
and ready for the reception of those who are dis- 
posed to regale themselves in a luxury peculiar 
to t^e once polished Greek and noble Koman. 

" To the Ladies I will say, that Tuesday oi 
each week will be appropriated to their exclusive 
benefit ; the white nag will be the signal ; and I 
assure the Ladies, that due respect shall be scru- 
pulously observed, and that they shall be guarded 
from each vagrant foot and each licentious eye. 

£dwa&d Dihplb.** 

Moreover, the village was enlivened by the 
usual travelling shows, — the wax-work figures, 
representing Eliza Wharton and the Salem Tra- 
gedy, to which clergymen and their families were 
** respectfidly invited, free on presenting their 
cards ;" a stuffed shark, that had eaten the ex- 
hibitor's father in Lynn bay ; the menagerie, 
with its loud music and its roars of rage ; the 
circus, with its tan and tinsel, — its faded colum- 
bine and melancholy clown; and. finally, the 
tandord drama, in which Elder Evans, fike an 
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ancient Spanish Bnlulu, impersonated all the 
principal male characters, and was particularly 
unposmg in lago and the Moor, havmg half his 
face lamp-blacked, and turning now theluminous, 
now the eclipsed side to the audience, as the ex- 
igencies of the dialogue demanded. 

There was also a great Temperance Jubilee, 
with a procession, in which was conspicuous a 
large horse, whose shaven tail was adorned with 
gay ribbons, and whose rider bore a banner with 
the device, " Shaved in the Cause !** Moreover, 
the Grand Junction HaUroad was opened through 
the town, running in one direction to the city, 
and in the other into unknown northern regions, 
stringing the white villages like pearls upon its 
black tli^ead. By this, the town lost mucn of its 
rural quiet and seclusion. The inhabitants be- 
came restless and ambitious. They were in con- 
stant excitement and alarm, like children in story- 
books, hidden away somewhere by an ogre, who 
visits them regularly every day and night, and 
occasionally devours one of them for a meal. 

Nevertheless, most of the inhabitants con- 
sidered the railroad a great advantage to the vil- 
lage. Several ladies were heard to say that 
Fairmeadow had grown quite metropolitan ; and 
Mrs. Wilmerdings, who suffered under a chronic 
suspension of the mental faculties, had a vasue 
notion, probably connected with the profession 
of her son, that it was soon to become a seaport. 

In the fields and woods, meanwhile, there were 
other signs and signals of the Summer. The 
darkening foliage; the embrowning grain; the 

f olden dragon-fly haunting the blackberry- 
ushes ; the cawmg crows, that looked down 
from the mountain on the oomfleld, and waited 
day after day for the scarecrow to finish his work 
and depart ; and the smoke of far-off burnino" 
woods, that pervaded the air and hung in ' 



haze about tihe suminits of the moimtaina, — these 
were the avant-ooiiriers and attendants of the 
hot August. 

Kavanagh had now completed the first great 
cycle of parochial visits. He had seen the 
Vaughans, the Archers, the ChurchOls, and also 
the Hawkinses and the Wilmerdingses, and jnanj 
more. With Mr. Churchill he had become inti- 
mate. They had many points of contact and 
sympathy. They walled together on leisure 
afternoons ; they sat together tnrough long Sum- 
mer evenings ; they discoursed with friendly 
zeal on various topics of literature, religion, anH 
morals. 

Moreover, he worked assiduously at his ser- 
mons. He preached the doctrines of Christ. 
He preached holiness, self-denial, love ; and his 
hearers remarked that he almost invariably took 
his texts from the Evangelists, as much as pos- 
sible firom tiie words of Christ, and seldom &om 
Paul, or the Old Testament. He did not so 
much denounce vice, as inculcate virtue ; he did 
not deny, but affirm ; he did not lacerate the 
hearts of his hearers with doubt and disbelief, 
but consoled, and comforted, and healed them 
with faith. 

The only danger was that he might advance 
too far, and leave his congregation behind him ; 
as a piping shepherd, who, charmed with his own 
music, walks over the flowery mead, not per- 
ceiving that his tardy flock is lingering far 
behind, more intent upon cropping the tnymy 
food around them, than upon listening to the 
celestial harmonies that are gradually dying 
awa^ in the distance. 

His words were always kindly ; he brought no 
railing accusation against any man; he dealt in 
no exaggerations nor over-statements. But while 
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he was gentle, he was firm. He did not refrain 
from reprobating intemperance because one of 
his deacons owned a distillery ; nor war, because 
another had a contract for supplying the army 
with muskets ; nor slavery, because one of the 
great men of the village slammed his pew-door, 
and left the church with a^and air, as much as 
to say, that all that sort of thing woidd not do, 
and the clergy had better confine itself to abusing 
the sins of the Hmdoos, and let our domestic 
institutions alone. 

In afiairs ecclesiastical he had not suggested 
many changes. One that he had much at beart 
was, that tne partition wall between parish and 
church should be quietly taken down, so that all 
should sit -together at the Supper of the Lord. 
He also desired that the organist should relin- 
quish the old and pernicious nabit of preluding 
with triumphal marches, and running ms fingers 
at random over the keys of his instrument, plav- 
ing scraps of secular music very slowly, to make 
them sacred, and substitute instead some of the 
beautiful symphonies of Pergolesi, Palestrina, 
and Sebastian ^ach. 

He held that sacred melodies were becoming 
to sacred themes ; and did not wish, that, in his 
church, as in some of the French Canadian 
churches, the holy profession of reli^on should 
be sung to the air of " When one is dead 't is 
for a long time," — the commandments, aspira- 
tions for heaven, and the necessity of thinking of 
one's salvation, to "The Follies of Spam," 
" Louisa was sleeping in a grove," or a grand 
« March of the French Caval^." 

The study in the tower was delightful. There 
sat the young apostle, and meditated the great 
design and purpose of his life— the removal of all 
prejudice, and uncharitableness, and persecution, 
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and tlie union of all sects into one drnrcli nni« 
yersal. Sects themselves he would not destroy, 
but sectarianism ; for sects were to him only as 
separate converging roads, leading all to the same 
celestial city of peace. As he sat alone, and 
thought of these things, he heard the great bell 
boom above him, and remembered the ages when 
in all Christendom there was but one Church ; 
when bells were anointed, baptised, and prayed 
for, that, wheresoever those holy bells should 
sound, all deceits of Satan, all danger of whirl- 
vrinds, thunders, lightnings, and tempests, might 
be driven away, — ^that devotion might increase 
in every Christian when he heard them, — and 
that the Lord would sanctify them with his Holy 
Spirit, and infuse into them the heavenly dew of 
the Holy Ghost. He thought of the great bell 
Guthlac, which an abbot of Croyland gave to his 
monastery, and of the six others given by his 
successor, — so musical, that, when tney all rang 
together, as Ingulphus affirms, there was no 
ringing in England equal to it. As he listened, 
the bell seemed to breathe upon the air such 
clangorous sentences as, 

'* Laudo Deum veram, plebem voco, congrego demm, 
Defunctos ploro, nimbum fugo, festaque honoro." 

Possibly, also, at times, it interrupted his studies 
and meditations with other words than these. 
Possibly it sang into his ears, as did the bells of 
Varennes into the ears of Panurge, — " Many 
thee, marry thee, marry, marry ; if thou shouldst 
marry, marry, marry, thou shalt find good therein, 
therein, therein, so marry, many." 

Prom this tower of contemplation he looked 
down with mingled emotions of joy and sorrow 
on the toiling world below. The wide prospect 
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seemed to enlarge his sympathies and his chari- 
ties ; and he often thought of the words of Pla- 
to : " When we consider human life, we should 
view as from a high tower all things terrestrial ; 
such as herds, armies, men employed in agricul- 
ture, in marriages, divorces, births, deaths ; the 
tumults of courts of justice ; desolate lands ; 
various barbarous nations ; feasts, wailings, 
markets ; a medley of all things, in a system 
adorned by contrarieties." 

On the outside of the door Kavanagh had 
written the vigorous line of Dante,— 

" Think that To-day shall never dawn again !" 

that it might always serve as a salutation and 
memento to him as he entered. On the inside, 
the no less striking lines of a more modem 
bard, — 

'* Lose this day loitering, 't will be the same story 
To-morrow, and the next more dUatory. 
The indecision brings its own delays, 
And days are lost, lamenting o'er lost days. 
Are you in earnest ? Seize this very minute ! 
What you can do, or think you can, begin it ! 
Boldness has genius, power, and magic in it ! 
Only engage, and then the mind grows heated : 
Begin it, and the work will be completed." 

Once, as he sat in this retreat near noon, en- 
joying the silence, and the fresh air that visited 
nim through the oval windows, his attention was 
arrested by a cloud of dust, rolling along the 
road, out of which soon emerged a white horse, 
and then a very singular, round-shouldered, old- 
fashioned chaise, containing an elderly couple, 
both in black. What particularly struck him 
was the gait of the horse, who had a very dis- 
dainful ^g to his hind legs. The slow equipage 
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passed, and would hare been for ever forgotten, 
oad not Kayanagh seen it again at sunset, sta- 
tionary at Mr. Churchill's door, towards which 
he was directing his steps. 

As he entered, he met Mr. Churchill, just 
taking leave of an elderlj lady and gentleman in 
black, whom he recognised as the travellers in 
the okL chaise. Mr. Churchill looked a little 
flushed and disturbed, and bade his guests fare- 
well with a constrained air. On seeing Kavanagh, 
he saluted him, and called him by name, where- 
upon the lady pursed up her mouth, and, after a 
quick glance, turned away her face; and the 
gentleman passed with a lofty look, in whicli ca- 
riosity, reproof, and pious indignation were 
strangely mingled. They got into the chaise, 
with some such feelings as Noah and his wife 
may be supposed to have had on entering the 
~ark; the whip descended upon the old norse 
with unusual vigour, accompanied by a jerk of 
the reins that caused him to say witmn himself, 
" What is the matter now ?" He then moved off 
at his usual pace, and with that peculiar motion 
of the hind legs which Kavanagh had perceived 
in the morning. 

Kavana^h round his Mend not a little disturb- 
ed, and evidently by the conversation of the de- 
parted guests. 

** That old gentleman," said Mr. Churchill, " is 
your predecessor, Mr. Pendezter. He thinks 
we are in a bad waip* since he left us. He con- 
siders your liberality as nothing better than 
rank Arianism and infidelity. The fact is, the 
old gentlenmn is a little soured ; the vinous fer- 
mentation in his veins is now over, and the 
acetous has commenced." 

Kavanagh smiled, but made no answer." 

" I, of course, defended you stoutly," con- 
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tintLed Mr. Churchill ; " but if he goes abont the 
Tillage sowing such seed, there will be tares 
growing with the wheat." 

" Ihave no fears/* said Kavanagh, very quietlj. 

Mr. Churchill's apprehensions were not, how- 
ever, groundless ; for in the course of the week 
it came out that doubts, surmises, and suspicions 
of Kayanagh's orthodoxy were spring, up in 
many weak but worthy minds. And it was ever 
after observed, that, whenever that fatal, apoca- 
lyptic white horse and antediluvian chaise ap- 
peared in town, many parishioners were harassed 
with doubts and perplexed with theological diffi- 
culties and uncertainties. 

Nevertheless, the main current of opinion was 
with him ; and the parish showed their grateful 
acknowledgment of his zeal and sympathy, by 
req[ue8ting him to sit for his portrait to a great 
artist from the citv, who was passini^ the summer 
months in the village for recreation, using his 
pencil only on rarest occasions and as a particular 
favour. To this martyrdom the meek Kavanagh 
submitted without a murmur. During the pro- 
gress of this work of art, he was seldom left 
alone ; some one of his parishioners was there to 
enliven him ; and most frequently it was Miss 
Martha Amelia Hawkins, who had become very 
devout of late, being zealous in the Sunday 
School, and requesting her relative not to walk 
between churches any more. She took a very 
lively interest in the portrait, and favoured with 
many suggestions the distinguished artist, who 
found it difficult to obtain an expression which 
would satisfy tibe parish, some wisiung to have it 
grave, if not severe, and others with ** Mr. Ka* 
vanagh's peculiar smile." Kavanagh himself was 
auite indifferent about the matter, and met his 
xate with Christian fortitude, in a white cravat 
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and sacerdotal robes, with one hand hanging 
down from the back of his chair, and the other 
holding a large book, with the fore-finger betweea 
its leaves, reminding Mr. Churchill of Mile with 
his fingers in the oak. The expression of the 
face was exceedingly bland and resigned ; per- 
haps a little wanting in strength, bat on tiie 
whole satisfactory to the pari^: So was the 
artist's price; nay, it was even held by some 
persons to be cheap, considering the quantity of 
oack-gronnd he had put in. 



XX. 



Mbanwhilb, things had gone on verr quietly 
and monotonsly in Mr. Churchill's family. Only 
one event, and that a mysterious one, had dis« 
turbed its serenity. It was the sudden disap- 
pearance of Lucy, the pretty orphan girl ; and 
as ihe booted centipede, who had so mudh ex- 
cited Mr. Churchill s curiosity, disappeared at 
the same time, there was little doubt that they 
had gone away together. But whither gone, and 
wherefore, remained a mystery. 

Mr. Churchill, also, had had his profile, and 
those of his wife and children, taken, in a very 
humble style, by Mr. Bantam, whose advertise- 
ment he had noticed on his way to school nearly 
a year before. His own was considered the best^ 
as a work of art. The face was cut out entirely ; 
the collar of the coat velvet ; the shirt-ooliar 
very high and white ; and the top of his head 
ornamented with a crest of hair turning up in 
front, though his own turned down, — wnich 
slight deviationfrom nature was explained and ju8p> 
tified by the painter aa a license allowable in art. 
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One eVeninff, as he was sitting down to begin 
for at least the hundredth time the great Ko- 
mance,— subject of so many resolves ana so much 
remorse, so often determmed upon but never 
begun,— a loud knock at the street door, which 
8t(K>d wide open, announced a visitor. Un- 
luckily, the study door was likewise open ; and 
consequently, bemg in ^11 view, he found it 
impossible to refuse himself ; nor, in fact, would 
he nave done so, had all the doors been shut and 
bolted, — the art of refusing one's self heuig at 
that time but imperfectly understood in Fair- 
meadow. Accordmgly, the visitor was shown in. 

He announced himself as Mr. Hathaway. 
Passing through the village, he could not deny 
himself the pleasure of calling on Mr. Churchill, 
whom he knew by his writings in the periodicals, 
though not personally. He wished, moreover, 
to secure the co-operation of one already so fa- 
vourably known to the literary world, in a new 
Magazine he was about to establish, in order to 
raise the character of American literature, which, 
in his opinion, the existing reviews and magazines 
had entirely failed to accomplish. A daily in- 
creasing want of something oetter was felt by 
the public ; and the time nad come for the es- 
tablishment of such a periodical as he proposed. 
After explaining in rather a florid and exuberant 
manner his plan and prospects, he entered more 
at large into the subject of American literature, 
which it was his design to foster and patronise. 

" I think, Mr. Churchill," said he, " that we 
want a national literature commensurate with 
our mountains and rivers, — commensurate with 
Niagara, and the Alleghanies, and the Great 
Iiakes !" 

" Oh !" 

** We want a national epic that shall correspond 
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to the size of the country ; that shall be to all 
other epics what Banvard's Panorama of the 
MissiBsippi is to all other paLntin[|^, — the largest 
in the world I" 

"Ahl" 

'* We want a national drama, in which scope 
enough shall be given to our gigantic ideas, and 
to the unparalleled activity and progress of our 
people I" 

" Of course." 

" In a word, we want a national literature al- 
together shaggy and unshorn, that shall shaJce 
the earth, like a herd of buffaloes thundering 
over the prairies !" 

" Precisely," interrupted Mr. Churchill ; ** but 
excuse me ! — are you not confounding thin^ that 
have no analogy? Grreat has a very different 
meaning when applied to a river, and when ap- 
plied to a literature. Large and shallow may 
perhaps be applied to both. Literature is rather 
an image of the spiritual world, than of the phv- 
sical, is it not P — of the internal, rather than tne 
external. Mountains, lalies, and rivers are, after 
all, only its scenery and decorations, not its sub- 
stance and essence. A man will not necessarily 
be a great poet because he lives near a great 
mountain. Kor, being a poet, will he necessuily 
write better poems than another, because he 
lives nearer I^iagara." 

**But, Mr. CnurchiU, you do not certainly 
mean to deny the influence of scenery on the 
mindP" 

" ^o, only to deny that it can create genius. 
At best, it can only develope it. Switzerland has 

froduced no extraordinary poet ; nor, as far as 
know, have the Andes, or the Himalaya moun- 
tains, or the Mountains of the Moon in Africa." 
"But, at all events," urged Mr. Hathaway, 
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** let us have our literature national. If it is not 
national, it is nothing." 

" On the contrary, it may be a great deal. Na- 
tionality is a good thing to a certain extent, but 
universality is better. All that is best in the 
great poets of all countries is not what is national 
in them, but what is universal. Their roots are 
in their native soil ; but their branches wave in 
the unpatriotic air that speaks the same language 
unto all men, and their leaves shine with the 
illimitable light that pervades all lands. Let us 
throw all the windows open ; let us admit the 
light and air on all sides ; that we may look to- 
wards the four corners of the heavens, and not 
always in the same direction." 

**But you admit nationality to be a good 
thing P" 

" Yes, if not carried too far ; still, I confess, 
it rather limits one's views of truth. I prefer 
what is natural. Mere nationality is often ridi- 
culous. Every one smiles when he hears the 
Icelandic proverb, * Iceland is the best land the 
sun shines upon.' Let us be natural, and we 
shall be national enough. Besides, our literature 
can be strictly national only so far as our charac- 
ter and modes of thought differ from those of 
other nations. Now, as we are very like the 
English, — are, in fact, EngHsh under a different 
sky, — I do not see how our literature can be very 
different from theirs. Westward from hand to 
hand we pass the lighted torch, but it was lighted 
at the old domestic fireside of England." 

" Then you think our literature is never to bo 
any thing but an imitation of the English P" 

" Not at all. It is not an imitation, but, as 
Bome one has said, a continuation." 

" It seems to me that you take a very narrow 
view of the subject." 

p 
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" On the contrary, a very broad one. No 
literature is complete until the lanenaee in whidi 
it is written ia dead. We may w^ be proud of 
our task and of our position. Let us see if we 
can build in any way worthy of our forefathers." 

" But I insist upon originality." 

"Yes; but without spasms and conrulsions. 
Authors must not, like Chinese soldiers, expect 
to win yictories by turning somersets in the air." 

" "Well, really, the prospect from your point of 
view is not very brilliant. Pray, what do you 
think of our national literature P 

" Simply, that a national literature is not the 
growth 01 a day. Centuries must contribute 
meir dew and sunshine to it. Our own is grow- 
ing slowly but surely, striking its roots down- 
ward, and its branches upwanl, as is natural; 
and I do not wish, for the sake of what some 
people call ori^nality, to invert it, and try to 
make it grow with its roots in the air. And as 
for having it so savage and wild as you want it, 
I have only to say, that idl literature, as well as 
all art, is the result of culture and intellectual 
refinement." 

"Ah! we do not want art and refinement; 
we want genius, -^ untutored, wild, original, 
free." 

" But, if this genius is to find any expression, 
it must employ furt ; for art is the external ex- 
pression of our thoughts. Many havegenius, 
out, wanting art, are for ever dumb. The two 
must go together to form the great poet, painter, 
or scmptor?' 

" In that sense, very well." 

" I was about to say also that I thought our 
literature would finally not be wanting in a kind 
of universality." 

"As the blood of all nations is mingUng -^th 
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our own, so will their thoughts and feelings finally 
mingle in our literature. We shall draw from 
theGrermans, tenderness; from the Spaniards, 
passion ; from the French, viyacity, to mingle 
more and more with our English solid sense. And 
this will give us universidity, so much to be 
desired." 

" If that is your way of thinking," interrupted 
the visitor, " you will like the work I am now 
engaged upon." 

"What 18 it r 

" A ^eat national drama, the scene of which 
is laid m New Mexico. It is called Don Serafin, 
or the Marquis of the Seven Churches. The 
principal characters are Don Serafin, an old 
Spanish hidalgo; his daughter Deseada; and 
Fra Serapion, the Curate. The play opens with 
Fra Serapion at breakfast ; on the table a game- 
cock, tied by the leg, sharing his master's meal. 
Then follows a scene at the cock-pit, where the 
Marquis stakes the renuiant of his fortune — ^his 
herds and hacienda — on a favourite cock, and 
loses." 

" But what do you know about cock-fighting P" 
demanded, rather than asked, the astonished and 
half-laughing school-master. 

" I am not very well informed on that subject, 
and I was going to ask you if you could not re- 
commend some work." 

" The only work I am acquainted with," replied 
Mr. Churcnill, "is the Keverend Mr. Pegge's 
Essay on Cock-fighting among the Ancients ; and 
I hardly see how you coula apply that to the 
Mexicans." 

" Why, they are a kind of ancients, you know. 
I certainly will hunt up the essay you mention, 
and see what I can do with it." 

" And all I know about the matter itself," con- 

p2 
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tinned Mr. Clmrcliill, "is, that Mark Antonj 
was a patron of the pit, and that his cocks were 
always beaten by Csesar's ; and that, when The- 
mistocles the Athenian general was marching 
against the Persians, he halted his army to see a 
cock-fight, and made & speech to his soldiery, to 
the eiSect, that those animals fought not for the 
gods of their country, nor for the monuments of 
meir ancestors, nor for glory, nor for freedom, 
nor for their children, but only for the sake of 
yictory. On his return to Athens, he established 
cock-nghts in that capital. But how this is to 
help you in Mexico I do not see, unless you in- 
troduce Santa Anna, and compare him to Ceesar 
and Themistocles." 

" That is it ; I will do so. It will give historic 
interest to the play. I thank you for the sugges- 
tion." 

" The subject is certainly very original ; but it 
does not strike me as particularly national.'* 

" Prospective, you see !" said Mr. Hathaway, 
with a penetrating look. 

" Ah, yes ; I perceive you fish with a heavy 
sinker, — down, far down in the future, — among 
posterity, as it were." 

*' You have seized the idea. Besides, I obviate 
your objection, by introducing an American cir- 
cus company from the United States, which en- 
ables me to Dring horses on the stage and produce 
great scenic efiect." 

" That is a bold design. The critics will be 
out upon you without fail." 

" Kever fear that. I know the critics root and 
branch, — out and out, — have summered them and 
wintered them, — ^in fact, am one of them myself. 
Very good fellows are the critics ; are they notP" 

" O, jes ; only they have such a pleasant way 
of talking down upon authors." 



EAYAl^AGH. 317 

*•' If they did not talk down upon them, they 
would show no superiority ; and, of course, that 
would never do." 

" Nor is it to be wondered at, that authors are 
sometimes a little irritable. I often recall the 
poet in the Spanish fable, whose manuscripts 
were devoxired oy mice, till at length he put some 
corrosive sublimate into his ink, and was never 
troubled again." 

** Why don't you try it yourself P" said Mr. 
Hathaway, rather sharply. 

*• O," answered Mr. Churchill, with a smile of 
humility, " I and my writings are too insignifi- 
cant. They may gnaw and welcome. I do not 
like to have poison about, even for such pur- 
poses." 

" By the way, Mr. Churchill," said the visitor, 
adroitly changing the subject, "do you know 
Honeywell P" 

*• No, I do not. Who is he P" 

" Honeywell the poet, I mean." 

" No, i never even heard of him. There are 
so many poets now-a-days !" 

" That is very strange indeed ! Why, I con- 
sider Honeywell one of the finest writers in the 
country, — quite in the front rank of American 
authors. He is a real poet, and no mistake. 
Nature made him with her shirt-sleeves rolled up." 

" What has he published P" 

" He has not published any thing yet, excej)t 
in the newspapers. But, this Autumn, he is 
going to bring out a volume of poems. I could 
not help having my joke with him about it. I told 
him he had better print it on cartridge-paper." 

"Why so P" 

" Why, to make it go off better ; don't you 
understand P" 

" O, yes ; now that you explain it. Very good." 
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" Honeywell is j^oing to write for the Mag;a- 
eine ; he is to famish a poem for every number ; 
and as he succeeds e gna Uy well in the plaintive 
and didactic style of W ordsworth, and the more 
vehement and impassioned style of Byron, I 
think we shall do very well." 

" And what do you mean to call the new Maga- 
zine P'* inquired Mr. Churchill. 

" We think of calling it The Niagara." 

" Why, that is the name of our fire-engine 1 
Why not call it The Extinguisher?" 

"That is also a good name ; but I prefer The 
Niagara, as more national. And I nope, Mr. 
Churchill, you will let us count upon you. We 
should like to have an article from your pen for 
every number." 

" Do you mean to pay your contributors P" 

" Not the first year, I am sorry to sav. But 
after that, if the work succeeds, we snail pay 
handsomely. And, of course, it will succeed, for 
we mean it shall ; and we never say fail. There 
is no such word in our dictionary. Before the 
year is out, we mean to print fif)^ thousand 
copies ; and fifty thousand copies will give us, at 
least, one hunclred and fifty thousand readers ; 
and, with such an audience, any author might be 
satisfied." 

He had touched at length the right strings in 
Mr. Churchill's bosom ; and they vibrated to the 
touch with pleasant harmonies. JJiterary vanity ! 
— ^literary ambition! The editor perceived it; 
and so cunningly did he play upon these chords, 
that, before he departed, Mr. Cnurohill had pro* 
mised to write for him a series of papers on Ob- 
scure Martyrs, — ^a kind of tragic history of the 
unrecorded and life-long sufierings of women, 
which hitherto had found no historian, save now 
and then a novelist. 
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Notwithstandinff tlie certainty of sriccera, — 
notwithBtanding tne fifW thousand sabseribers 
and the one hundred and fifbj thousand readers, 
— ^the Magazine never went into operation. Still 
the dream was enough to occupy Mr. Churchill's 
thoiights, and to withdraw them entirely from 
his Romance for many weeks together. 



XXI. 



Every state, and almost every county, of Now 
England has its Eoaring Brook, — a mountain 
streamlet, overhung by woods, impeded by a mill, 
encumbered by fallen trees, but ever racing, rush- 
ing, roaring down through gurgling gulhes, and 
fiUing the forest with its delicious soimd and fresh- 
ness ; the drinking-place of home-returning herds ; 
the mysterious haunt of squirrels and blue-jays ; 
the sylvan retreat of school-girls, who frequent 
it on Summer holidays, and mingle their restless 
thoughts, their overm)wing fancies, their fair ima- 
ginings, with its restless, exuberant, and rejoicing 
stream. 

Fairmeadow had no Soaring Brook. As its 
name indicates, it was too level a land for that. 
But the neighbouring town of "Westwood, lying 
more inland, and among the hills, had one of the 
fairest and frdlest of all the brooks that roar. It 
was the boast of the neighbourhood. Not to have 
seen it, was to have seen no brook, no waterfall, 
no mountain ravine. And, consequently, to be- 
hold it and admire, was Kavanagh taken by Mr. 
Churchill, as soon as the summer vacation gave 
leisure and opportunity. The party consisted of 
Mr. and Mrs. Churchill, and Alfred, in a one- 
horse chaise ; and Cecilia, Alice, and Xavanagh, 
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in a carryall, — ^the fourth seat in which was occu- 
pied by a large basket, containing what the Squire 
of the Grove, in Don Quixote, called his ** fiam- 
breras," — ^that magniloquent Castilian word for 
cold collation. Over warm uplands, smelling of 
clover and mint ; through cool glades, still wet 
with the rain of yesterday; along the river; 
across the rattling and tiltmg planks of wooden 
bridges ; by orchards ; by me gates of fields, 
with the tall mullen growing at the bars ; by 
stone walls overrun with privet and barberries ; 
in sun and heat, in shadow and coolness, — ^for- 
ward drove the happy party on that pleasant 
Summer morning. 

At length they reached the Eoaring Brook. 
From a gorge in the mountains, through a long 
winding gaflery of birch, and beech, and pine, 
leaped the bright brown waters of the jubilant 
streamlet; out of the woods, across the plain, 
under the rude bridge of logs, into the woods 
again, — a day between two nights. With it went 
a song that made the heart sing likewise; a song 
of joy, and exultation, and freedom; a continuous 
and unbroken song of life, and pleasure, and per- 
petual youth. Like the old Icelandic Scald, Uie 
streamlet seemed to say, — 

"I am possessed of songs such as neither the 
spouse of a king, nor any son of man, can repeat : 
one of them is called the Helper; it will help 
thee at thy need, in sickness, grief, and all aa- 
versity." 

The little party left their carriages at a farm- 
house by thelbridge, and followed the roufi[h road 
on foot along the orook ; now close upon it, now 
shut out by intervening trees. Mr. Churchill, bear- 
ing the basket on his arm, walked in front with his 
wife and Alfred. Xavanagh came behind him vith 
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Cecilia and Alice. The music of the brook silenced 
all conversation ; only occasional exclamations of 
deliffht were uttered, — the irrepressible applause 
of fresh and sensitive natures, in a scene b0 
lovely. Presently turning off from the road, 
which led director to the mill, and was rough 
with the tracks oi heavy wheels, they went down 
to the mar^ of the brook. 

" How mdescribably beautiful this brown 
water is !" exclaimed "E^avanagh. ** It is like 
wine, or the nectar of the godis of Olympus ; as 
if the falling Hebe had poured it from the gob- 
let." 

"More like the mead or metheglin of the 
northern gods," said Mr. ChurchiB, "spilled 
from the drinking-horns of Valhalla." 

But all the laoies thought Kavanagh's com- 
parison the better of the two, and in fact the 
oest that could be made ; and Mr. Churchill was 
obliged to retract and apolo^e for his allusion 
to the celestial ale-house of Odin. 

Ere long they were forced to cross the brook, 
stepping from stone to stone, over the little rapids 
and cascades. All crossed lightly, easily, safely; 
even " the sumpter mule, as Mr. Churchill 
called himself, on account of the pannier. Only 
Cecilia lingered behind, as if uraid to cross. 
Cecilia, who had crossed at the same places a 
hundred times before, — Cecilia, who had the 
surest foot, and the firmest nerves, of all the vil- 
lage maidens, — she now stood irresolute, seized, 
with a sudden tremor ; blushing and laughing at 
her own timidity, and yet imable to advance. 
£avanagh saw her embarrassment, and hastened 
back to nelp her. Her hand trembled in his ; 
she thanked him with a gentle look and word. 
His whole soul was softened within him. His 
attitude, his coimtenance, his voice, were alike 

p 3 
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submissive and subdued. He was as one pene- 
trated with tenderest emotions. 

It is difficult to know at what moment love 
be^rins; it is less difficult to know that it has 
begun. A thousand heralds proclaim it to the 
listening air; a thousand ministers and messen- 
gers betray it to the eye. Tone, act, attitude, 
and look, — ^the signals upon the countenance, — 
the electric telegraph of touch ; — all these betrar 
the yielding citaael before the word itself is 
uttered, which, like the key surrendered, opens 
every avenue and gate of entrance, and makes 
retreat impossible. 

The day passed delightfully with all. They 
sat upon tne stones and the roots of trees. Ce- 
cilia read, from a volume she had brought with 
her, poems that rhymed with the running water. 
The others listened and commented. Little 
Alfred waded in the stream, with his bare white 
feet, and launched boats over the falls. Noon 
had been fixed upon for dining, but they anti- 
cipated it by at least an hour. The great oasket 
was opened; endless sandwiches were drawn 
forth, and a cold pastry, as large as that of the 
Squire of the Grrove. During the repast, Mr. 
Churchill slipped into the brook, while m the act 
of handing a sandwich to his wife, which caused 
imbounded mirth ; and Kavanagh sat down on a 
mossy trunk, that gave way beneath him, and 
crumbled into powder. This, also, was received 
with great mernment. 

After dinner they ascended the brook still fur- 
ther, — indeed, quite to the mill, which was not 
going. It had been stopped in the midst of its 
work. The saw still hela its hungry teeth fixed 
in the heart of a pine. Mr. Churchill took occa- 
sion to make known to the company his long 
cherished purpose of writiug a poem called " The 
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Song of the Saw-Mill," and enlarged on the 
beautiful associations of flood and forest con- 
nected with the theme. He delighted himself 
and his audience with the flne fancies he meant 
to weave into his poem, and wondered nobody 
had thought of the subject before. Kayanagn 
said it hi^ been thought of before ; and cited 
Kerner's little poem, so charmingly translated 
by Bryant. Mr. Churchill had not seen it. 
Kavanagh looked into his pocket-book for it, but 
it was not to be found ; still- he was sure there 
was such a poem. Mr. Churchill abandoned his 
design. He had spoken, — and the treasure, just 
as he touched it with his hand, was gone for 
ever. 

The party returned home as it came, all tired 
and happy, excepting little Alfred, who was tired 
and cross, and sat sleepy and sagging on his 
father's knee, with his hat cocked rather fiercely 
over his eyes. 



XXII. 



The brown autumn came. Out of doors it 
brought to the fields the prodigalily of the 

Sellow harvest, — to the forest, revelations of 
ght, — and to the sky, the sharp air, the morn- 
ing mist, the red clouds at evening. Within 
doors, the sense of seclusion, the stillness of 
closed and curtained windows, musings by the 
fireside, books, friends, conversation, and the 
long meditative evenings. To the farmer, it 
brought surcease of toil, — to the scholar, that 
sweet delirium of the brain which changes toil to 
pleasure. It brought the wild duck back to the 
reedy marshes of the south ; it brought the wild 
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Bong back to the fervid brain of the poet. "W ith- 
out, the Tillage street was paved with gold ; the 
river ran red with the renection of tne leaves. 
Within, the faces of friends brightened the gloomy 
walls; the retumin? footsteps of the long-absent 
gladdened the thresnold; and all the sweet amen- 
ities of social life again resumed their interrupted 
reign. 

Kavanagh preached a sermon on the comin g o f 
autumn. He chose his text from Isaiah, — " Who 
is this that cometh from Edom, with dyed gar- 
ments from Bozrah P this that is glorious in his 
apparel, travelling in the ^eatness of his strength P 
Wnerefore art thou red in thine apparel, ana thy 
garments like him that treadeth in ike wine* 
vatP" 

To Mr. Churchill this beloved season — this 
Joseph with his coat of many colours, as he was 
fond of calling it— brought an unexpected guest, 
the forlorn, forsaken Lucv. The surmises of the 
family were too true. She had wandered away 
with the BriareuB of boots. She relumed alone, 
in destitution and despair ; and often, in the 
grief of a broken heart and a bewildered brain, 
was heard to say, — 

" O, how I wish I was a Christian ! If I were 
only a Christian, I would not live any longer ; I 
would kill myself ! I am too wretchea !" 

A few days afterwards, a gloomy-looking man 
rode through the town on horseback, stoppmg at 
every comer, and crying into every streeiki with 
a loud and solemn voice, — 

"Prepare! prepare! prepare to meet the living 
God !" 

It was one of that fanatical sect, who believed 
the end of the world was imminent, and had pre- 
pared their ascension robes to be lifted up in 
clouds of glory, while the worn-out, weary world 
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was to bom with fire beneath them, and a new 
and fairer earth to be prepared for their inherit- 
ance. The appearance oi this forerunner of the 
end of the world was followed by numerous camp- 
meetings, held in the woods near the Tillage, to 
whose white tents and leafy chapels many went 
for consolation and found despair. 



xxni. 



Again the two crumbly old women sat and 
talked together in the little parlour of the gloomy 
house under the poplars, and the two girls sat 
above, holding each other by the hand, uiought- 
ful, 2uid speakmg only at intervals. 

Alice was unusually sad and sUent. The mists 
were already gathering over her vision, — those 
mists that were to deepen and darken as the sea- 
son advanced, until the external world should be 
shrouded and finally shut from her view. Already 
the landscape began to wear a ^ale and sickly 
hue, as if the sun were withdrawmg farther and 
farther, and were soon wholly to disappear, as in 
a northern winter. But to brighten this north- 
em winter there now arose within her a soft, 
auroral light. Yes, the auroral light of love, 
blushing through the whole heaven of her 
thoughts. She had not breathed that word to 
herself^ nor did she recognise any thrill of pas- 
sion in the new emotion she experienced. But 
love it was ; and it lifted her soul into a region, 
which she at once felt was native to it, — into a 
subtler ether, which seemed its natural element. 

This feeling, however, was not all exhilaration. 
It brought with it its own peculiar langour and 
sadness, its fluctuations and swift vicissitudes of 
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excitement and depression. To this the triTial 
circumstances of life contributed. Kavanagh 
had met her in the street, and had passed her 
without recognition; and, in the bitterness of 
the moment, she forgot that she wore a thick 
veil, which entirely concealed her face. At an 
evening party at Mr. Churchill's, by a kind of 
fatality, ILavana^h had stood very near her for a 
lon^ time, but with his back turned, conversing 
with Miss Hawkins, from whose toils he was, in 
fact, though vainly, struggliuj? to extricate him- 
self; and, in the irritation of supposed neglect, 
Alice had said to herself, — 

" This is the kind of woman which most fasci- 
nates men !" 

But these cruel moments of pain were few and 
short, while those of delight were many and 
lasting. In a life so lonely, and with so little to 
enliveli and embellish it as hers, the ^est in 
disguise was welcomed with ardour, ana enter- 
tained without fear or suspicion. Had he been 
feared or suspected, he would have been no 
longer dangerous. He came as friendship, where 
friendship was most needed } he came as devo- 
tion, where her holy ministrations were always 
welcome. 

Somewhat differently had the same passion 
come to the heart of Cecilia ; for as the heart is, 
so is love to the heart. It partakes of its strength 
or weakness, its health or disease. In Cecilia, it 
but heightened the keen sensation of Hfe. To 
all eyes, she became more beautiful, more radi- 
ant, more lovely, though they knew not why. 
When she and Kavanagh first met, it was hardly 
as strangers meet, but rather as friends long 
separatea.. When they first spoke to each other, 
it seemed but as the renewal of some previous 
iuteiTupted conversation. Their souls fiowed 



together at once, without turbulence or agitation, 
like waters on the same le^el. As they found 
each other without seeking, so their intercourse 
was without affectation and without embarrass- 
ment. 

Thus, while Alice, unconsciously" to herself, 
desired the love of Kavanagh, Cecilia, as uncon- 
sciously, assumed it as already her own. Alice 
keenly felt her own unworthiness ; Cecilia made 
no comparison of merit. When Kavanagh was 
present, Alice was happy, but embarrassed; 
Uecilia, joyous and natural. The former feared 
she might displease ; the latter divined from the 
first that she already pleased. In both, this was 
the intuition of the heart. 

So sat the friends together, as they had done so 
many times before. But now, for the first time, 
each cherished a secret, which she did not confide 
to the other. Daily, for many weeks, the feathered 
courier had come and gone from window to win- 
dow, but this secret haa never been intrusted to 
his keening. Almost daily the friends had met 
and talkea together, but this secret had not been 
told. That could not be confided to another, 
which had not been confided to themselves ; that 
coidd not be fashioned into words, which was not 
jet fashioned into thoughts, but was still float- 
mg, vague and formless, through the mind. Nay, 
had it been stated in words, each, perhaps, would 
have denied it. The distinct apparition of this 
fair spirit, in a visible form, would have startled 
them ; though, while it haunted all the cham- 
bers of their souls as an invisible presence, it gave 
them only solace and delight. 

" How very feverish your hand is dearest !" 
said Cecilia. " What is the matter P Are you 
unwell P" 

" Those are the very words my mother said to 
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me this morning," replied Alice. " I feel rather 
languid and tired, that is all. I could not aleep 
last ni^ht ; I never can, when it rains." 

" Did it rain last nij|;ht P I did not hear it." 

" Yes ; about midnight, quite hard. I listened 
to it for hours. I love to lie awake, and hear 
the drops fall on the roof, and on the leaves. It 
throws me into a delicious, dreamy state, which 
I like much better than sleep." 

Cecilia looked tenderly at ner pale face. Her 
eyes were very bright, and on each cheek was a 
crimson signal, the sight of which would have 
given her mother so much anguish, that, perhaps, 
it was better for her to be blmd than to see. 

" When you enter the land of dreams, Alice, 
you come into my peculiar realm. I am the 

?ucen of that country, you know. But, of late, 
have thought of resigning my throne. These 
endless reveries are re^y a great waste of time 
and strength." 

" Do you think so P" 

" Yes ; and Mr. Kavanagh thinks so too. We 
talked about it the other evening; and after- 
wards, upon reflection, I thought he was right." 

And the friends resolved, half in jest and half 
in earnest, that, from that day forth, the gate of 
their day-dreams should be closed. And closed 
it was, ere long ; — for one, by the Angel of Life; 
for the other, by the Angel of Death ! 



XXIV. 



The project of the new Magazine being heard 
of no more, and Mr. Churchill being conse- 
quently deprived of his one hundred and fifty 
thousand readers, he laid aside the few notes he 
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had made for his papers on the Obscure Martyrs, 
and turned his tnoughts again to the great Ito- 
mance. A whole leisure Saturday afternoon was 
before him, — pure gold, without alloy. Ere 
beginning his task, he stepped forth into his gar- 
den to inhale the sunny air, and let his thoughts 
recede a little, in order to leap farther. When 
he returned, glowing and radiant with poetic 
fancies, he found, to nis unspeakable dismay, an 
unknown damsel sitting in nis arm-chair. She 
was rather gaily yet elegantly dressed, and wore 
a veil, which she raised as Mr. Churchill entered, 
fixing upon him the full, liquid orbs of her large 
eyes. 

" Mr. Churchill, I suppose P" said she, rising, 
and stepping forward. 

" The same," replied the school-master, with 
dignified courtesy. 

" And wiU you permit me," she continued, not 
without a certain serene self-possession, " to in- 
troduce myself, for want of a better person to do 
it for me P My name is Cartwright, — Clarissa 
Cartwright." 

This announcement did not produce that pow- 
erful and instantaneous effect on Mr. Churchill 
which the speaker seemed to anticipate, or at 
least to hope. His eye did not brighten with 
any quick recognition, nor did he suddenly ex- 
claim, — 

" What ! Are you Miss Cartwright, the poet- 
ess, whose delightful effusions I have seen m all 
the magazines P" 

On the contrary, he looked rather blank and 
expectant, and only said, — 

** I am very glad to see you ; pray sit down." 

So that the young lady herself was obliged to 
communicate the literary intelligence above al- 
luded to, which she did yery gracefully, and then 
added, — 
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" I hare come to ask a great favour of you* 
Mr. Churchill, which I hope vou will not deny 
me. By the advice of some mends, I have col- 
lected my poems together/* — ^and here she drew 
forth from a paper a large, thin manuscript, 
bound in crimson velvet, — ** and think of pub- 
lishing them in a volume. Now, would you not 
do me the favour to look them over, and give me 
your candid opinion, whether they are worth 
publishing? I should value your advice so 
Wbly !" 

This simultaneous appeal to his vanity and his 
gallantry, from a fair young girl, standing on the 
verge of that broad, dangerous ocean, in which 
so many have perished, and looking wistfully 
over its flashing waters to the shores of the green 
Isle of Palms, — such an appeal, from such a per- 
son, it was impossible for Mr. Churchill to resist. 
He made, however, a faint show of resistance, — 
a feeble grasping after some excuse for refusal, — 
and then yielded. He received from Clarissa's 
delicate, trembling hand, the precious volume, 
and from her eyes a still more precious look of 
thanks, and then said,-— 

" What name do you propose to give the 
volume P" 

" Symphonies of the Soul, and other Poems," 
said the young lady ; " and, if you like them, 
and it would not be asking too much, I should be 
delighted to have you write a Preface, to intro- 
duce the work to me public. The publisher says 
it would increase the sale very considerably." 

"Ah, the publisher! yes, but l^t is not 
very complimentary to yourself," suggested Mr. 
Chiirchill. '* I can already see your Poems re- 
belling against the intrusion of my Preface, and 
rising like so many nuns in a convent to expel 
the aiidacious foot that has dared to invade their 

cred precincts." 
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Bnt it was all in rain, thii pale efibrt at plea- 
santry. Objection was useless ; and the soft- 
hearted school - master a second time yielded 
grace^ly to his fate, and promised the iPrefaoe. 
The young lady took her leave with a profusion 
of thanks and blushes ; and the dainty manu- 
script, with its delicate chiroeraphy and crimson 
cover, remained in the han& of Mr. Churchill, 
who gazed at it less as a Paradise of Dainty 
Devices than as a deed or mortgage of so many 
precious hours of his own scanty inheritance of 
time. 

Afterwards, when he complained a little of 
this to his wife, — ^who, during the interview, had 
peeped in at the door, and, seeing how he was 
occupied, had immediately withdrawn, — she said 
that nobody was to blame but himself ; that he 
should learn to say " Ko !" and not do just as 
every romantic little cirl from the Academy 
wanted him to do ; aadine, as a final aggrava- 
tion and climax of reproof, that she reaSy be- 
lieved he never would, and never meant to, begin 
his Bomance ! 



XXV. 



Not long afterwards, Xavanagh and Mr. Churchill 
took a stroll together across the fields, and down 
green lanes, walking all the brieht, brief after- 
noon. From the summit of the nill, beside the 
old windmill, they saw the sun set ; and, oppo- 
site, the full moon rise, dewy, large, and red. 
As they descended, they felt the heavy dampness 
of the air, like water, rising to meet them, — 
bathing with coolness first their feet, then their 
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handfi, then their faces, till they were submerged 
in that sea of dew. As they skirted the wood- 
land on their homeward way, trampling the 
golden leaves under foot, they heard voices at a 
distance, singing ; and then saw the lights of the 
camp-meeting gleaming through the trees, and, 
drawing nearer, distinguished a portion of the 
hymn: — 

" Don't you hear the Lord a-coming 

To the old church-yards, 

With a band of music. 

With a band of music. 

With a band of music. 

Sounding through the air V* 

These words, at once awful and ludicrous, rose 
on the still twilight air from a hundred voices, 
thrilling with emotion, and from as many beating, 
fluttering, struggling hearts. High above them 
all was heard one voice, clear ana musical as a 
clarion. 

" I know that voice," said Mr. Churchill ; " it 
IS Elder Evans's." 

" Ah !" exclaimed Kavanagh, — for only the 
impression of awe was upon hun, — he never acted 
in a deeper tragedy than this ! How terrible it 
is ! Let us pass on." 

They hurried away, Kavanagh, trembling in 
every fibre. Silently they walked, the music 
fading into softest vibrations behind them. 

" How strange is this fanaticism !" at length 
said Mr. Churchill, rather as a relief to his own 
thoughts, than for the purpose of reviving the 
conversation. " These people really believe that 
the end of the world is close at hand." 

** And to thousands," answered Kavanagh, "this 
is no fiction, — no illusion of an over-heated ima- 
gination. To-dajr, to-morrow, every day, to thou- 
sands, the end of the world is close at hand. And 
hy should we fear itP We walk here as it 
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Trere in tlie crypts of life ; at times, from the 
^eat cathedral above us, we can hear the org^an 
and the chanting of the choir ; we see the light 
stream through the open door, when some friend 
goes up before us ; and shall we fear to mount 
the narrow staircase of the grave, that leads us 
out of this uncertain twilight into the serene 
mansions of the life eternal P" 

They reached the wooden bridge over the 
river, which the moonlight converted into a river 
if light. Their footsteps sounded on the planks ; 
they passed without perceiving a female figure 
that stood in the shadow below on the brink of 
the stream, watching wistfully the steady flow of 
the current. It was Lucy ! Her bonnet and 
shawl were lying at her feet ; and when they had 
passed, she w^ed far out into the shallow 
stream, laid herself gently down in its deeper 
waves, and floated slowly away into the moon- 
light, amon^ the golden leaves that were faded 
and fallen like herself, — among the water-lilies, 
whose fragrant white blossoms nad been broken 
off and polluted long ago. Without a struggle, 
without a sigh, without a sound, she floated 
downward, downward, and silently sank into the 
silent river. Far ofl*, faint, and mdistinct, was 
heard the startling hymn, with its wild and pecu- 
liar melody— 

** O, there will be mourning, mourning, mourning, 
mourning, — 
0, there will be mourning, at the judgment-seat of 
Christ !" 

Xavanagh's heart was full of sadness. He 
left Mr. Churchill at his door, and proceeded 
homeward. On passing his church, he could not 
resist the temptation to go in. He climbed to 
his chamber in the tower, lighted by the moon. 
He sat for a long time gazing from the wind' — 
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and watchinji^ a distant and feeble candle, whose 
rajs scarcely reached him across the brilliant 
moon-lightea air. Gentler thoughts stole oyer 
him ; an invisible presence soothed him ; an in- 
visible hand was laid upon his head, and the 
trouble and unrest of his spirit were changed to 
peace. 

« Answer me, thou mysterious future!" ex- 
claimed he ; " tell me, — snail these things be ac- 
cording to my desires P" 

And the mysterious future, interpreted by 
those desires, replied, — 

" Soon thou shalt know all. It shall be well 
with thee !" 



XXVI. 



On the following morning, Kavanagh sat as usual 
in his study in the tower. No traces were left 
of the heaviness and sadness of the preceding 
nij^ht. It was a bright, warm morning ; and the 
wmdow, open towards the south, let in the genial 
sunshine. The odour of decaying leaves scented 
the air ; far off flashed the hazy river. 

Kavanach's heart, however, was not at rest. 
At times he rose from his books, and paced up 
and down his little study ; then took up his hat 
as if to go out ; then laid it down again, and 
again resumed his books. At length ne arose, 
and, leaning on the window-sill, gazed for a long 
time on the scene before him. Some thought 
was labouring in his bosom, some doubt or fear, 
which alternated with hope, but thwarted any 
fixed resolve. 

Ah, how pleasantly that fair autumnal land- 
scape smiled upon him ! The great golden elms 
hat marked the line of the vfllage street, and 
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tinder whose shadows no beggars sat ; the air of 
comfort and plenty, of neatness, thrift, and equa- 
lity, visible everywhere ; and from far-off farms 
the soimd of flails, beating the triumphal march 
of Ceres through the land; — these were the 
sights and sounds that greeted him as he looked. 
SUently the yellow leaves fell upon the graves in 
the church-yard ; and the dew glistened in the 
grass, which was still long and green. 

Presently his attention was arrested by a dore, 
pursued by a little kingfisher, who oonstaotlT 
endeavoured to soar above it, in order to attack 
it at greater advantage. The flight of the birds, 
thus shooting throng the air at arrowy speed, 
was beautiful. When thev were opposite the 
tower, the dove suddenly wheeled, and darted in 
at the open window, while the pursuer held on 
his way with a long sweep, and was out of tiig^ 
in a moment. 

At the first glance, Xavanagh recognised the 
dove, which lay panting on the floor. It was the 
same he had seen Cecuia buy of the little man 
in gray. He took it in his hands. Its heart wae 
beating violently. About its neck was a silken 
band ; beneath its wing, a billet, upon which was 
a single word, " Cecilia." The bird, then, was 
on its way to Cecilia Yanghan. He hailed the 
omen as auspicious, and, immediately closing the 
window, seated himself at his table, and wrote a 
few hurried words, which, being carefully folded 
and sealed, he fastened to the band, and then 
hastily, as if afraid lus |)urp06e might be changed 
by delay, opened the window and set the bird at 
liberty. It sailed once or twice round the tower, 
apparently uncertain and bewildered, or still in 
fear of its pursuer. Then, instead of holding ita 
way over the fields to Cecilia Yanghan, it darted 
over the roofs of the village, and alighted at the 
window of Alice Archer. 
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Having written that morning to Cecilia some- 
thin^ urgent and confidential, she was already 
waiting uie answer ; and, not doubting that the 
bird had brought it, she hastily untied the silken 
band, and, without looking at the superscription, 
opened the first note that fell on the table. It was 
very brief; only a few lines, and not a name 
mentioned in it ; an impulse, an ejaculation of 
love ; everv line quivering with electric Gre, — 
every word a pulsation of the writer's heart. It 
was signed " Arthur Kavanagh." 

Overwhelmed by the suddenness and violence 
of her emotions, Alice sat for a long time motion- 
less, holding the open letter in her hand. Then 
she read it again, and then relapsed into her 
dream of joy and wonder. It would be difficult 
to say which of the two emotions was the greater, 
— her joy that her prayer for love should be 
answered, and so answered, — her wonder that 
Kavanagh shoidd have selected her! In the 
tumult of her sensations, and hardly conscious 
of what she was doing, she folded the note and 
replaced it in its envelope. Then, for the first 
time, her eye fell on the superscription. It was 
" Cecilia Vaughan." Alice faintea. 

On recovering her senses, her first act was one 
of heroism. She sealed the note, attached it to 
the neck of the pigeon, and sent the messenger 
rejoicing" on his journey. Then her feelings nad 
way, and she wept long and bitterly, Then, with 
a desperate calmness, she reproved her own weak- 
ness and selfishness, and lelt that she ought to 
rejoice in the happiness of her friend, and sacri- 
fice her afiection, even her life, to her. Her 
heart exculpated Kavanagh from all blame. He 
had not deluded her ; she had deluded herself. 
She alone was in fault ; and in deep humiliation, 
with wounded pride and wounded love, and utter 
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self-abasement, she bowed her head and prayed 
for consolation and fortitude. 

One consolation she already had. The secret 
was her own. She had not revealed it even to 
Cecilia. Kavanagh did not suspect it. Public 
curiosity, public pity, she would not have to 
undergo. 

She was resigned. She made the heroic sacri- 
fice of self, leaving her sorrow to the great phy- 
sician, Time, — ^the nurse of care, the healer of all 
smarts, the soother and consoler of all sorrows. 
And, thenceforward, she became unto Kavanagh 
what the moon is to the €^un, for ever following, 
for ever separated, for ever sad ! 

As a traveller, about to start upon his journey, 
resolved and yet irresolute, wafcckes the clouds, 
and notes the struggle between the sunshine and 
the showers, and says, " It will be fair ; I will 
go,*' — and again says, " Ah, no, not yet ; liie rain 
IS not yet over," — ^so at this same hour safc Cecilia 
Vaughan, resolved and yet irresolute, longing to 
dep8^ upon the fair journey before her, and yet 
lingering on the paternal threshold, as if she 
wished both to stay and to go, seeing the sky was 
not without its clouds, nor the roi^ without its 
dangers. 

It was a beautiful picture, as she -sat there with 
sweet perplexity in her face, and above it an im- 
mortafradiance streaming from her brow. She 
was like Guercino's Sibyl, with the scroll of fate 
and the uplifted pen; and the scroll she held 
contained out three words, — ^three words that 
controlled the destiny of a man, and, by their 
soft impulsion, directed for evermore the current 
of his ttioughts. They were,— 

*• Come to me !" 

The magic syllables brought Eavanagh to her 
side. The fall soul is silent. Only the rising 
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and falling tides rush munnnring throngli their 
channels. So sat the lovers, hand in hand ; but 
for a lon£^ time neither spake, — ^neither had need 
of speech! 



XXVII. 



In the afternoon, Cecilia went to conmmnicate 
the news to Alice with her own lips, thinking it 
too important to be intmsted to the wings of the 
cairier-pi^eon. As she entered the <E>or, the 
cheerful doctor was coming out ; but this was no 
unusual apparition, and excited no alarm. Mrs. 
Archer, too, according to custom, was sitting in 
the little parlour with her decrepit old neighbour, 
whe seemed almost to have taten up her abode 
under that roof, so many hours of eveTj day did 
shepass there. 

With a light, elastic step, Cecilia bounded up 
to Alice's room. She found her reclining in her 
large chair, flushed and excited. Sitting down 
by ner side, and taking both her hands, she said, 
withgreat emotion in the tones of her voice, — 

" Dearest Alice, I have brought you some news 
that I am sure will make you well. For my sake, 
you will be no longer ill when you hear it. I am 
engaged to Mr. Kavana^h !" 

Ahoe feigned no surprise at this annoimcement. 
She returned the warm pressure of Cecilia's hand, 
and, looking affectionately in her face, said very 
calmly, — 

" I knew it would be so. I knew that he loved 
you, and that you would love him." 

"How could I help itP" said Cecilia, her 
eyes beaming with dewy light : " could any one 
help loving Em P" 
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"No," answered Alice, throwing her arms 
around Cecilia's neck, and laying her head upon 
her shoulder ; " at least, no one whom he loved. 
But when did this happen P Tell me all about 
it, dearest !" 

Cecilia was surprised, and perhaps a little 
hurt, at the quiet, almost impassive manner in 
which her friend received this great intelligence. 
She had expected exclamations of wonder and 
delight, and such a glow of excitement as that 
with which she was sure she should have hailed 
the announcement of Alice's engagement. But 
this momentary annoyance was soon swept away 
by the tide of ner own joyous sensations, as she 

groceeded to recall to the recollection of her 
riend the thousand little circumstances that had 
marked the progress of her love and Kavana^h's ; 
thin^ which she must have noticed, which she 
could not have forgotten ; with questions inter- 
spersed at intervals, such as, " Do you recollect 
when P" and " I am sure you have not forgotten, 
have you P" and dreamy little pauses of silence, 
and intercalated sighs. She related to her, also, 
the perilous adventure of the carrier-pigeon; 
how it had been pursued by the cruel kingfisher ; 
how it had taken refuge in Kavanagh's tower, 
and had been the bearer of his letter, as well as 
her own. When she had finished, she felt her 
bosom wet with the tears of Alice, who was suf- 
fering martyrdom on that soft breast, so full of 
happmess. Tears of bitterness, — ^tears of blood I 
Ana Cecilia, in the exultant temper of her soul 
at the moment, thought them tears of joy, and 
pressed Alice closer to her heart, and kissed and 
caressed her. 

"Ah, how very happy you are, Cecilia!" at 
length sighed the poor sufferer, in that slightly 
querulous tone, to which Cecilia was not unac- 
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customed ; " how very happy you are, and how 
very wretched am 1 1 You have all the joy of 
life, I all its loneliness. How little you will 
think of me now I How little you will need 
me ! I shall be nothing to you, — ^you will for- 
get me!" 

'' Never, dearest !" exclaimed Cecilia, with 
much warmth and sincerity. " I shall love you 
only the more. We shall both love you. x ou 
will now have two friends instead of one." 

" Yes ; but both will not be equal to the one I 
lose. No, Cecilia ; let us not make to ourselves 
any illusions. I do not. You cannot now be 
with me so much and so often as you have been. 
Even if you were, your thoughts would be else- 
where. Ah, I have lost my friend, when most I 
needed her I" 

" Cecilia protested ardently and earnestly, and 
dilated with eagerness on her little plan of life, 
in which their romantic friendship was to gain 
only new strength and beauty from the more ro- 
mantic love. She was interrupted by a knock at 
the street door ; on hearing which, sue paused a 
moment, and then said, — 

" It is Arthur. He was to call for me.'* 

Ah, what glimpses of home, and fireside, and 
a whole life of happiness for Cecilia, were re- 
vealed by that one word of love and intimacy, 
"Arthur!" and for Alice, what a sentence of 
doom ! what sorrow without a name ! what an 
endless struggle of love and friendship, of duty 
and inclination ! A little quiver of the eyelids 
and the hands, a hastv motion to raise her head 
from Cecilia's shouloer, — these were the only 
outward signs of emotion. But a terrible pang 
went to her heart j her blood rushed eddying to 
her brain ; and when Cecilia had taken leave of 
her with the triumphant look of love beaming 



upon her brow, and an eleratkm in her w}uAs 
attitude and bearing, a« if bome up by tkiU^udMnt 
angels, she sank back into ber chair, eJcbiuiHed^ 
fainting, fearing, longing, hoping to die. 

And below sat the two otd women, taJkwg of 
moths, and cheap furniture, and what wa« ih^ 
best remedy for rheumatism ; and from iim d^M^ 
went fbrth two happy hearto, beating »14m by 
side with the pulse of youth and hope »nd joy, 
and within them ana around tbem wsm a ti^w 
heayen and a new earth I 

Only those who hare Itred in a «mall town t'Mn 
really Know how great an erent i\mrtim im a imw 
engagement. From Umgue to Uma^iUiviuumtt tM 
swift countersign : from eye U} eye flashes ilte 
illumination ofjoy, or the bale-fire of alarm ; U^ 
streets and houses ring with it, as with i\m \mm' 
trating, all-perrading %tmuA oi tbe y'iiW^e Ml $ 
the whole community feels a thrill of sympathy, 
and seems to congratulate itself tliai all tlie great 
eyents are by no means confiiM'd to IUm great 
towns. As decilia and Eavanagh pfl«t^4 arm in 
arm through the rillage, nvmy aurl/fim eyau 
watched t&m from the windows, many hsari« 
grown cold or careless rekindled tlieir lj/>uaebx>l4 
nres of lores from the golden altar of God, b^mm 
through the streets by those pure and h/i^ly 
hands! 

The intelligence of the engagement, however, 
was receiyea very differently by diflTerent per- 
sons. Mrs. Wilmerdings wondered, for her part, 
why any body wanted to get married at alL 
The little taxidermist said he knew it would be 
so from the yery first day they had met at his 
aviary. Miss Hawkins lost suddenly much of 
her piety and all her patience, and laughed rather 
hysterically. Mr. Hawkins said it was impossi- 
ble, but went in secret to consult a friend, an old 
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bachelor, on tlie best remedy for love ; and the 
old bachelor, as one well versed in such affairs, 
gravely advised him to think of the lady as a 
beautiful statue ! 

Once more the indefatigable school-^l took 
up her pen, and wrote to her foreign cor- 
respondent a letter that might rival the famoiis 
epistle of Madame de S^vign^ to her daught^*, 
announcing the engagement of Mademoiselle 
Montpensier. Throu^ the whole of the first 
page, she told her to guess who the lady was ; 
through the whole of the second, who the gen- 
tleman was ; the third was devoted to what was 
said about it in the village ; and on the fourth 
there were two postscripts, one at the top and 
the other at the bottom, the first stating that 
they were to be married in the Spring, ana to go 
to Italy immediately afterwards, and the last, 
that Alic^ Archer was dangerously ill with a 
fever. 

As for the Ohurchills, they could find no words 
powerful enough to express their delight, but 

Save vent to it in a banquet on Thankgivings- 
ay, in which the wife had all the trouole and 
the husband all the pleasure. In order that the 
entertainment might be worthy of the occasion, 
Mr. Churchill wrote to the city for the best 
cookery-book ; and the bookseller, executing ike 
order in all its amplitude, sent him the Practical 
Gtiide to the Culinary Art in all its Branches, 
by Frascatelli, pupil of the celebrated Can^me, 
and Chief Cook to her Majesty the Queen, — ^a 
ponderous volume, illustrated with numerous 
engravings, and furnished with bills of fare for 
• every month in the year, and anv number of 
persons. This great work was duly studied, 
evening after evening ; and Mr. Churchill con- 
^essed to his wife, that, although at first startled 
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by the size of the book, he had really enjoyed it 
veiy highly, and had been much pleased to be 
present in imagination at so many grand enter- 
tainments, and to sit opposite the Queen without 
having to change his dress or the general style of 
his conversation. 

The dinner hour, as well as the dinner itself, 
was duly debated. Mr. Churchill was in favour 
of the usual hour of one ; but his wife thought 
it should be an hour later. Whereupon he re- 
marked, — 

" King Henrv the Eighth dined at ten o'clock 
and supped at K)ur. His queen's maids of hon- 
our had a gallon of ale and a chine of beef for 
their brealdTast." 

To which his wife answered, — 

" I hope we shall have something a little more 
refined tnan that." 

The day on which the banquet should take 
place was next discussed, and both agreed that 
no day could be so appropriate as Thfrnksgivins- 
day ; for, as Mrs. Churchill very truly remarked, 
it was really a day of thanksgivmg to Kavanagh. 
She then said, — 

" How very solemnly he read the Grovemor's 
Proclamation yesterday ! particularly the words 
' Grod save the Commonwealth of Massachusetts ! 
And what a Proclamation it was ! When he 
spread it out on the pulpit, it looked like a table- 
cloth !" 

Mr. Churchill then asked,— 

" What day of the week is the first of De- 
cember P Let me see, — 

* At Dover dwells George Brown, Esquire, 
Good Christopher Finch and Daniel Friar ?* 

Thursday." 
"I could have told you that," said hi- '' 
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• 

"by a shorter process tlian your old rhyme. 
Thanksgiving-day always comes on Thursday." 

These preliminaries being duly settled, the 
dinner was ^ven. 

There bemg only six guests, and the dinner 
bein^ modelled upon one for twenty-four persons, 
Russian style in November, it was very abun- 
dant. It began with a Colbert soup, ana ended 
with a Nesselrode pudding ; but as no allusion 
was made in the course of the repast to the 
French names of the dishes, and the mutton, 
and turnips, and pancakes were all called by 
their English patronymics, the dinner appeared 
less magnificent in reality than in the oill of 
fare, and the guests did not fully appreciate how 
superb a banquet they were enjoying. The 
hilarity of the occasion was not marred by any 
untoward accident ; though once or twice Mr. 
Churchill was much annoyed, and the company 
much amused, by Master Alfred, who was al- 
lowed to be present at the festivities, and audibly 
proclaimed what was coming, long before it made 
its appearance. When the dinner was over, 
several of the guests remembered brilliant and 
appropriate things they might have said, and 
wondered they were so dull as not to thmk of 
them in season ; and when they were all gone* 
Mr. Churchill remarked to his wife that he had 
enjoyed himself very much, and that he should 
like to ask his friend to just such a dinner every 
week! 
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XXVIII. 



Thb first snow came. How beautiful it was, 
falling so silently, all day long, all night long, on 
the mountains, on the meadows, on me roofs of 
the living, on the graves of the dead ! All white 
save the river, that marked its course by a wind- 
ing black line across the landscape; and the 
leafless trees, that against the leaden sky now 
revealed more fully the wonderful beauty and 
intricacy of their branches. 

What silence, too, came with the snow, and 
what seclusion! Every sound was muffled, 
every noise changed to something soft and musi- 
cal. JN'o more trampling hoofs, — no more rattling 
wheels ! Only the chiming sleigh*bells, beating 
as swift and merrily as the hearts of children. 

All day long, all night long, the snow fell on 
the village and on the church-yard ; and on the 
happy home of Cecilia Yaughan, on the lonely 
grave of AHee Archer t Yes ; for before the 
winter came she had gone to that land where 
winter never comes. Her long domestic tra- 
gedy was ended. She was dead ; and with her 
had died her secret sorrow and her secret love. 
Elavanagh never knew what wealth of affection 
for him faded from the world when she departed; 
Cecilia never knew what fidelity of friendship, 
what delicate regard, what gentle magnanimity, 
what angelic patience had gone with her into me 
grave ; Mr. Churchill never knew, that, while he 
was exploring the Past for records of obscure 
and ujQJcnown martyrs, in his own village, near 
his own door, before his own eyes, one of that 
silent sisterhood had passed away into oblivion, 
unnoticed and unknown. 

How often, ah, how often, between the desire 



346 KjLVANAGH. 

cf the heart and its fxilfilTnent, lies only the 
hriefest space of time and distance, and yet the 
desire remains for ever unfulfilled ! It is so 
near that we can touch it with the hand, and yet 
so far away that the eye cannot perceive it. 
What Mr. Churchill most desired was before 
him. The Bomance he was longing to find and 
record had really occurred in his neighbourhood, 
among his own friends. It had been set like a 
picture into the frame-work of his life, inclosed 
within his own experience. But he could not 
see it as an object apart from himself; and as he 
was gazing at what was remote, and strange, and 
indistinct, the nearer incidents of aspiration, 
love, and death escaped him. They were too 
near to be clothed by the imagination with the 
golden vapours of romance ; for the familiar 
seems trivial, and only the distant and unknown 
completely fill and satisfy the mind. 

The winter did not pass without its peculiar 
delights and recreations. The singing of the 
great wood fires ; the blowing of the wmd over 
the chimney-tops, as if they were organ pipes ; 
the splendour of the spotless snow ; the purple 
wall built round the horizon at sunset ; the sea- 
suggesting pines, with the moan of the billows 
in their branches, on which the snows were furled 
like sails ; the northern lights ; the stars of steel; 
the transcendent moonlight, and the lovel]^ sha- 
dows of the leafless trees upon the snow ; — these 
things did Hot pass unnoticed nor unremembered. 
Every one of them made its record upon the 
heart of Mr. Churchill. 

His twilight walks, his long Saturday afternoon 
rambles, had again become solitary; for £a- 
vanagh was lost to him for such purposes, and 
his wife was one of those women who never 
walk. Sometimes he went down to the banks of 
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the frozen river, and saw the farmers crossing it 
-with their heavy -laden sleds, and the Fairmea- 
dow schooner imbedded in the ice ; and thought 
of Lapland sledges, and the song of Xnhiasatz, 
and the dismantled,. ice-locked vessels of the ex- 
plorers in the Arctic Ocean. Sometimes he went 
to the neighbouring lake, and saw the skaters 
wheeling round their fire, and speeding away 
before the wind ; and in his imagination arose 
images of the I^orwegian Skate-E-unners, bearing 
the tidings of King Charles's death from Fre- 
derickshsdl to Dron theim, and of the retreating 
Swedish army, frozen to death in its fireless tents 
among the mountains. And then he would 
watch the cutting of the ice with ploughs, and 
the horses dragging the huge blocks to the store- 
houses, and contrast them with the Grecian 
mules, bearing the snows of Mount Parnassus to 
the markets of Athens, in panniers protected 
from the sun by boughs of oleander and rho- 
dodendron. 

The rest of his leisure hours were employed 
in any thing and everv thing save in writmg his 
Eomance. Agrcat deal of timewas daily consumed 
in reading the newspapers, because it was neces- 
sary, he said, to keep up with the times ; and a 
great deal more in writmg a Lyceimi Lecture, on 
" What Lady Macbeth might have been, had her 
energies been properly directed." He also made 
some little progress in a poetical arithmetic, 
founded on Bhascara's, but relinquished it, be- 
cause the school committee thought it was not 
Practical enough, and more than hinted that he 
ad better adhere to the old system. And still 
the vision of the great Eomauce moved before 
his mind, august and glorious, a beautiful mirage 
of the desert. 
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XXIX. 



Thb wedding did not take place till Spring. 
And then Xavanagh and his Cecilia departed on 
their journey to Italy and the East, — a sacred 
mission, a visit like the Apostle's to the Seven 
Churches, nay, to all the Churches of Christen- 
dom ; hoping by some means to sow in many 
devout hearts the desire and prophecy that filled 
his own, — the union of all sects into one universal 
Church of Christ. They intended to be absent 
one year only ; they were gone three. It seemed 
to their friends that they never would return. 
But at length they came, — the long absent, the 
long looked for, the long desired, — -Dearing with 
them that delicious perfume of travel, that genial, 
sunny atmosphere, and soft, Ausonian air, which 
returning travellers always bring about them. 

It was night when they reached the village, 
and they could not see what changes had taken 

Slace in it during their absence. How it had 
ilated and magnified itself, — how it had puffed 
itself up, and oedizened itself with flaunting, 
ostentatious signs, — ^how it stood,' rotund and 
rubicund with brick, like a portly man, with his 
back to the fire and both hands in his pockets, 
warm, expansive, apoplectic, and entertaining a 
very favourable opinion of himself, — all this they 
did not see, for the darkness ; but Kavanagh be- 
held it all, and more, when he went forth on the 
following morning. 

How Cecilia's heart beat as they drove up the 
avenue to the old house 1 The piny odours in 
the night air, the solitary light at ner father's 
window, the familiar bark of the dog Major at 
the sound of the wheels, awakened feelings at 
mce new and old. A sweet perplexity of 
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thouglit, a strange familiarity, a no less pleasing 
strangeness ! Tke lifting of the heayy brass 
latch, and the jarring of tne heaTY brass Knocker 
as ihe door closed, were echoes n-om her child- 
hood. Mr. Yao^han they found, as usual, 
among his papers m the study; — ^the same bland, 
white^aired man, hardly a cby older than when 
they left him there. To Cecilia the whole long 
absence in It^ became a dream, and ranished 
away. Even KaVanagh was for the moment for- 
gotten. She was a daughter, not a wife; — 
she had not been married, she had not been in 
Italy! 

In the morning, Kavanagh sallied forth to 
fiiSid the Fairmeadow of his memory, but found 
it not. The railroad had completely transformed 
it. The simple Tillage had oecome a rery pre- 
cocious town. New shops, with new names over 
the doors ; new streets, with new forms and faces 
in them ; the whole town seemed to haye been 
taken and occupied by a besieging army of stran- 
gers. I^othing was permanent but the work- 
house, standing alone in the pasture by the 
riyer ; and, at me end of the street, the school- 
house, that other work-house, where in child- 
hood we pick and untwist the cordage of the 
brain, that, later in life, we may not be obliged 
to pull to pieces the more material cordage of old 
ships. 

Kayanagh soon turned in despair from the 
main street, into a little green lane, where there 
were few houses, and where the barberry still 
nodded oyer the old atone wall ; — a place he had 
much loyed in the olden time for its silence and 
seclusion. He seemed to haye entered his an- 
cient realm of dreams again, and was walking 
with his hat drawn a little over his eyes. He 
had not proceeded far, when he was startled by 
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a woman's yoice, quite sharp and loud, crying 
from the opposite side of the lane. Looking up, 
he beheld at small cottage, against the widl of 
which rested a ladder, and on this ladder stood 
the woman from whom the voice came. Her 
face was nearly concealed by a spacious gingham 
sun-bonnet, and in her right hand she neld ex- 
tended a large brush, with which she was paint- 
ing the front of her cottage, when interrupted by 
the approach of Kavanagh, who, thinkmg she 
was caUing to him, but not understanding what 
she said, made haste to cross over to her assist- 
ance. At this movement her tone became louder 
and more peremptory ; and he could now under- 
stand that her cry was rather a warning than an 
invitation. 

" Go away !" she said, flourishing her brush. 
" Go away ! What are you coming down here 
for, when I am on the ladder, painting my house P 
If you don't go right about your business, I wiU 
come down and " 

" Why, Miss Manchester !" exclaimed Kava- 
na^h, " how could I know that you would be 
gomg up the ladder just as I came down the 
lane . 

" Well, I declare, if it is not Mr. Kavanagh 1" 

And she scrambled down the ladder backwards 
with as much grace as the circumstances per- 
mitted. She, too, like the rest of his friendjs in 
the village, showed symptoms of growing older. 
The passing years had drunk a portion of the 
hght from her eyes, and left their traces on her 
cheeks, as birds that drink at lakes leave their 
foot-prmts on the margin. But the pleasant 
smile remained, and reminded him of the by-gone 
days, when she used to open for him the aoor of 
the gloomv house under tne poplars. 

Many tnlngs had she to ask, and many to tell • 
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and for full half an hour Kavana^h stood leaning 
over the paling, while she remained among the 
hollyhocks, as stately and red as the plants mem- 
selves. At parting, she gave him one of the 
flowers for his wife ; and ^en he was fairly out 
of sight, again climbed the perilous ladder, and 
resumed her fresco painting. 

Through all the vicissitudes of these later 
years, S^\j had remained true to her principles 
and resolution. At Mrs. Archer's death, which 
occurred soon after Kavanagh's wedding, she had 
retired to this little cottage, bought and paid for 
by her own savings, ^ough often urged hy 
Mr. Yaughan's man, Silas, who breathed his 
soul out upon the air of summer evenings through 
a keyed bugle, she resolutely refused to marry. 
In vain did ne send her letters written with lus 
own blood, — ^going barefooted into the brook to 
be bitten by keches, and then using his feet as 
inkstands ; she refused again and again. Was it 
that in some blue chamber, or some little warm 
back parlour, of her heart, the portrait of the in- 
constant dentist was still hanging? Alas, no! 
But as to some hearts it is given in youth to 
blossom with the fragrant blooms of young de- 
sire, so others are doomed by a mysterious des- 
tiny to be checked in spring by chill winds, blow- 
ing over the bleak common of the world. So had 
itljeen with her desires and thoughts of love. 
Fear now predominated over hope ; and to die 
unmarried had become to her a fatality which 
she dared not resist. 

In the course of his long conversation with 
Miss Manchester, Xavanagh learned many things 
about the inhabitants of the town. Mrs. Wu- 
merdings was still carrying on her labours in the 
"Dunstable and eleven-braid, open work, and 
coloured straws." Her husband hnd taken to 
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the tayem, and often came home very late, " with 
a brick in his hat," as SaJJ^ expressed it. Their 
son and heir was far away m the' Pacific, on board 
a whale-ship. Miss Amelia Hawkins remained 
nnmarried, thongh possessing a talent for matri- 
mony which amounted almost to genius. Her 
brother, the poet, was no more, finding it im- 
possible to follow the old bachelor's advice, and 
look upon Miss Yaughan as a beautiful statue, 
ho made one or two attempts, but in vain, to 
throw himself away on imworthy objects, and 
then died. At this event, two elderly maidens 
went into mourning simultaneously, each think- 
ing herself engaged to him ; and suddenly went 
out of it agam, mutually indignant with each 
other, and mortified wich themselves. The little 
taxidermist was still hopping about in his aviary, 
looking more than ever like his gray Afirican 
parrot. Mrs. Archer's house was uninhabited. 



XXX. 



Kavanagh continued his walk in the direction 
of Mr. Churchill's residence. This, at least, was 
unchanged, — quite imchanged. The same white 
front, me same brass knocker, the same old 
wooden gate, with its chain and ball ; the same 
damask roses under the windows ; the same sun- 
shine without and within. The outer door and 
study door were both open as usual in the warm 
weather; and at the table sat Mr. Churchill, 
writing. Over each ear was a black and inky 
stump of a pen, which, like the two ravens 
perched on Odin's shoulders, seemed to whisper 
to him aU that passed in heaven and on earth. 
On this occasion, their revelations were of the 
arth. He was correcting school exercises. 
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Tlie joyful welcome of Mr. Churchill as Xava- 
na^h entered, and the cheerful sound of their 
voices, soon brought Mrs. Churchill to the study, 
her eyes bluer than ever, her cheeks fairer, her 
form more round and full. The children came 
in also, — Alfred grown to boy's estate and exalted 
into a jacket ; and the baby that was, less than 
two years behind him, and catching all his falling 
m&ntles, and all his tricks and maladies. 

Kavanagh found Mr. Churchill precisely wherd 
he lefb him. He had not advancea one step — not 
one. The same dreams, the same longings, the 
same aspirations, the same indecision. A thou- 
sand thmgs had been planned, and none com- 
pleted. His imagination seemed still to exhaust 
itself in running, before it tried to leap the ditch. 
While he mused, the fire burned in other brains. 
Other hands wrote the books he dreamed about. 
He freely used his good ideas in conversation, 
and in letters ; and they were straightway wrought 
into the texture of other men's books, and so lost 
to him for ever. His work on Obscure Martyrs 
was anticipated by Mr. Hathaway, who, catchmg 
the idea from him, wrote and published a series 
of papers on Unknown Saints, before Mr. Church- 
ill nad fairly arranged his materials. Before he 
had written a chapter of his great Romance, ano- 
ther friend and novelist had published one on the 
same subject. 

Poor Mr. Churchill ! So far as fame and ex- 
ternal success were concerned, his life certainly 
was a failure. He was, perhaps, too deeply 
freighted, too much laden by the head, to nde 
the waves gracefulljr. Every sea broke over him 
—he was luilf the time under water. 

All his defects and mortifications he attributed 
to the outward circumstances of his life, the exi- 
gencies of his profession, the accidents of chance. 
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But, in realitj-, they lay much deeper than this. 
They were within himself. He wanted the all- 
controlling, all-subduing will. He wanted the 
fixed purpose that sways and bends all circum- 
stances to its uses, as the wind bends the reed, 
and rushes beneath it. 

In a few minutes, and in that broad style of 
handling, in which nothing is distinctly defined, 
but every thing clearly suggested, ICavana^h 
sketched to his friends his three years' life m 
Italy and the East. And then turning to Mr. 
Churchill, he said — 

** And you, my friend, — what have you been 
doing all this while P You have written to me so 
rarefy that I have hardly kept pace with you. 
But 1 have thought of you constantly. In all the 
old cathedrals ; in all the lovely landscapes ; 
among the Alps and Apennines ; in looking down 
on Duomo d'Ossola ; at the Inn of Baveno ; at 
Gueta ; at Naples ; in old and mouldy Home ; in 
older Egypt ; in the Holy Land ; in all galleries 
and churches and ruins ; in our rural retirement 
at Fiesoli; — whenever I have seen any thing 
beautiM, I have thought of you, and of how 
much you would have enjoyed it 1" 

Mr. Churchill sighed ; and then, as if, with a 
touch as masterly, ne would draw a picture that 
' should define nothing, but suggest every thing, 
he said, — 

" You have no children, Kavanagh ; we have 
five." 

"Ah, so many already !" exclaimed Kavanagh. 
A Hving Pentateuch ! A beautiful Pentapylon, 
or five-gated temple of Life! A charming 
number V' 

" Yes," answered Mr. Churchill ; " a beautiful 
number ; Juno's own ; the wedding of the first 
'^en and first uneven numbers; the number 
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sacred to marriage, bnt having no reference, 
direct or indirect, to the Pythagorean novitiate 
of five years of silence." 

"No; it certainly is not the vocation of children 
to be silent," said Kavanagh, laughing. " That 
would be out of nature ; saving iSways the chil- 
dren of the brain, which do not often make so 
much noise in the world as we desire. I hope a 
still larger family of these has grown up around 
you during my absence." 

" Quite otherwise," answered the school-mas- 
ter, sadly. " My brain has been almost barren 
of songs. I have only been trifling ; and I am 
afraid that, if I play any longer with Apollo, the 
untoward winds will blow the discus of the god 
against my forehead, and strike me dead with it, 
as they did Hyacinth of old." 

" And your Eomance, — have you been more 
successful with that? I hope it is finished, or 
nearly finished P" 

" iNot yet begun," said Mr. Churchill. « The 
plan and characters still remain vague and indefi- 
nite in my mind. I have not even found a name 
for it." 

" That you can determine after the book is 
written," suggested Kavanagh. " You can name 
it, for instc^ce, as the old Heimskrinda was 
named, from Ihe initial word of the first chapter." 

" Ah ! that was very well in the olden time, 
and in Iceland, when there were no quarterly re- 
views. It would be called affectation now. 

" I see you still stand a little in awe of opinion. 
Never fear that. The strength of criticism lies 
only in the weakness of the thing criticised." 

" That is the truth, Kavanash ; and I am more 
afraid of deserving criticism than of receiving it. 
I stand in awe of my own opinion. The secret 
demerits of which we alone, perhaps, are cons'-* 
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OILS, are often more difficult to bear than those 
which have been publicly censured in us, and 
thus in some degree atoned for." 

" I wiU not say," relied Kavanagh, " that 
humility is the only road to excellence, but I am 
sure that it is one road." 

" Yes, humility ; but not humiliation," sighed 
Mr. Churchill, des^ondin^ly. " As for excellence, 
I can only desire it, and dream of it ; I cannot 
attain to it ; it lies too far from me ; I cannot 
reach it. lliese Tery books about me here, that 
once stimulated me to action, have now become 
my accusers. They are my Eumenides, and driye 
me to despair." 

" My mend," said Kavanagh, after a short 
pause, during which he had t^en note of Mr. 
Churclull's sadness, " that is not always excellent 
which lies far away from us. What is remote 
and difficult of access, we are apt to overrate ; 
what is really best for us lies always within our 
reach, though often overlooked. To speak frankly, 
I am afraid this is the case with your Eomance. 
You are evidently mtspinj; at something which 
lies beyond the confines ot your own experience, 
and which, consequently, is only a play of sha- 
dows in the reahn of fancy. The figures have no 
vitality ; they are only outward shows, wanting 
inward life. We can give to others only what 
we have." 

"And if we have nothing worth giving?" in* 
terrupted Mr. Churchill. 

" No man is so poor as that. As well might 
the moimtain streamlets say they have nothmg 
worth giving to the sea, because they are not 
rivers. Give what you have. To some one, it 
may be better than you dare to think. If you 
had looked nearer for the materials of your 4lo. 
mance, and had set about it in earnest, it would 
ow havo be*jn finished." 



" AndbuJued, perhaps/' interposed Mr. Church- 
ill ; " or sunk with the books of Simon Ma^^ to 
the bottom of the Dead Sea." 

" At all events, you would have had the plea- 
sure of writing it. I remember one of the old tra- 
ditions of Art, from which you may perhaps draw 
a moral. "When Baphael desii^ed to J>aiut his 
Holy Familj, for a long time he strove in rain to 
express the idea that fiUed and possessed his soul. 
One morning, as he walked beyond the city pates, 
meditating the sacred theme, he beheld, sitting 
beneath a vine at her cottage door, a peasant 
woman, holding a boy in her arms, while another 
leaned upon her knee, and gased at the approach- 
ing stranger. The painter found here, in real 
lire, what he had so long sought for in vain in the 
realms of his imagination ; and quickly, with his 
chalk pencil, he sketched, upon the head of a 
wine-cask that stood near him, the lovelv group, 
which afterwards, when brought into full V^y^?' 
tion, became the transcendent Madonna della 
Seggiola." ^, - 

" AU this is true," repHed Mr. Churchill, *' but 
it gives me no consolation. I now despair o 
writing any thing excellent. I have no time t 
devote to meditation and study. My life }\^^^Z^ 
to others, and to this destiny I submit ^*^^^.„" 
murmur ; for I have the satisfaction of ^^^Pf 
laboured faithfully in my calHng, and of havnig 
perhaps trained and incited others to do ^^" 
shaU never do. Life is still precious to me iot 
its many uses, of which the wntmg of ^ooks 
but one. I do not complain, but accept "J^ ^/ 
tiny, and say, with that pleasant author Ma^^^^^ 
Antoninus, ' Whatever is agreeable to tjiee ^ 
be agreeable to me, O graceful YTT^\lhts^^ 
shalf be to me too early or too late, ^^^^^f |J^r 
sonable to thee ! ^tatever thy sea^ons^ ^ea 
shall be joyful fruit to me, O Nature I irom m 



B38 EAYANAGH. 

are all things ; in thee they subsist ; to thee they 
return. Could one say. Thou dearly beloved city 
of Cecrops P and wilt thou not say, Thou dearly 
beloved city of Gk)dP'" 

"Amen!" said Kavanagh. "And, to follow 
your quotation with another, 'The gale that 
dIows mim God we must endure, toihng, but not 
repining.' '* 

Here Mrs. Churchill, who had something of 
Martha in her, as well as of Mary, and had left 
the room when the conversation took a literary 
turn, came back to announce that dinner was 
ready, and Kavanagh, though warmly urged to 
stay, took his leave, having first obtained from 
the Churchills the promise of a visit to Cecilia 
during the evening. 

" JNothing done ! nothing done !" exclaimed he, 
as he wended his way hSmeward, musing and 
meditating. ''And shall all those lofty aspira- 
tions end in nothing P Shall the arms be thus 
stretched forth to encircle the universe, and come 
back empty against a bleeding, aching breast P** 

And the words of the poet came into his mind, 
and he thought them worthy to be written in 
letters of gold, and placed aoove every door in 
every house, as a warning, a suggestion, an 
incitement : — 

'' Stay, stay the present instant ! 
Imprint the marks of wisdom on its wings ! 
O, let it not elude thy grasp, but, like 
The good old patriarch upon record, 
Hold the fleet angd fast until he bless thee!*' 

THX BND. 
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